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CRITICAL INTRODUCTION. 



Invention, historical ttmosphere, thought, emotiontl 
fire, and wonderful poetic diction are all flung with 
lavish hand by our poet into this masterpiece of her 
mature powers. As Gabriel Sarraan says in his ap- 
preciation of Elizabeth Barrett Browning, <*m the 
midst of her poems, several of which are stars of the 
first magnitude, the romance-poem of ' Aurora Leigh * 
shines like a sun." 

She herself avows her purpose in writing this poem 
in a letter to Robert Browning already cited in a 
former introduction, and we take the liberty of quoting 
it in full here : 

'< But my chief mte/Hi0M just now is the wriHng of ' 
a sort of novel -poem, a poem as completely modem 
as *GeraIdine's Courtship,' running into the midst of 
our conventions, and rushing into drawing-rooms and 
the like, * where angels fear to tread ; * and ko, 
meeting face to face and without mask the Humanity 
of the age, and speaking the truth as I conceive of it 
out plainly. That is my intention. It is not mature 
enough yet to he called a plan. I am waiting for a 
story, and I won't take one, because I want to nr.ake 
one, and I like to make my own stories, because then 
I can take liberties with them in the treatment." 

Accordingly we find this boldest of poets starting 
off upon her new adventure about 1852, with a plot 



viii CRITICAL INTRODUCTION. 

evolved out of her own inner consciouineu. The 
but event) of the itory might be related in half a 
dozen Kotences, They ire perhaps not very unuiutl 
in themselves, but they lead to several line draniRtic 
iituations, and, furthcnnore, could not be better ones 
■I a fnunework to »hov» up' mid-century Victorian 
England, and thus to give the poet the opportunity of 
expressing, through her artist heroine, her own oinnioni 
and feelingi upon the social tendendes of the time, 
and upon the art-questions that burned always within 
her loul. • 

If Matthew Arnold's definition of poetry be ac- 
cepted, namely, that poetry should be a criticism of 
life and should be distinguished by high teriousnest, 
then this poem may be said to attain to the highest 
expression possible in the an. There can be little 
doubt of the truth of Matthew Arnold's dictum if ii be 
rightly understood to mean not didactic subjective criti- 
cism, but the sort of criticism that sympathizes with 
and interprets and presents life in the garments of liv- 
ing reality. Judged by puriit siandardi, " Aurora 
Leigh " is £iuliy in its art because of it* commingling 
of these two sorts of criticism of life. The poet ia 
con:iiantly expressing her opinions through Aurora'* 
lips, 'at the same time that the life lived in the poem ii 
portrayed with dramatic force, and is entirely outiide 
of the poet's own experiences. On this account 
Aurora hardly tites hold of one with 'the grip of a 
living personality, but ceems for one space lilte die 
Aurora of the poem, and for another space like the 
Elizabeth outside of the poem. 

To critidte the poem on this taxv it, however, not 
altogether fair, dnce Mrt. Browiung had in igiod in 
writing tbe poem juat such a comixiiatioa, aa ahown 
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a highly organized artistic temperament, loving betuty 
both for its own sake and for its part in life as a means 
of spiritual aspiration. 

Unlike many in whom the artistic temperament is 
the dominating influence, she has keen intellectual per- 
ceptions and a power of incisive criticism not unmixed 
with sarcasm, that show her at once to belong to the 
period of modern development in womanhood. What 
could be more delicious than her scopful way of hit- 
ting lofF the absurdities of the education her aunt saw 
fit to give her, a sort of conglomerate of useless fiicts 
and more useless accomplishments ! 

From the first Aurora is one who thinks and decides 
for herself and insists upon a woman's right to her 
own individual growth. As her environment had not 
conduced to any such attitude we must conclude that 
it was bom in her, and more than one woman can set 
her seal to the truth of this possibility of being bom 
with a free soul. It is thus the Zeitgeist moves 
onwards. Opinion, force, nothing can stop it. 

On the other hand is Romney, fine in character, 
noble in his intentions, and filled with modem notions 
of refonn; but like tRe majority of men, even of liberal 
ideals, there is one little comer of his nature into 
which the light of progress has never penetrated. He 
docs not, in fact, cannot, because the bias of his nature 
is so strong, think of woman in any light but as a 
complement to man. He is incapable of placing him- 
self at the jx)int of view of a woman; and realizing 
that being, in \try truth, a human creature like him- 
self, and not simply a domesticated animal, though 
society has done its best to make her such, she feels 
the same impulse as he to expand those intellectual 
and artistic germs planted within her, as surely as 
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«hicH i. everywhere gomg on lo-day between the 
ilccp-seated unconscious egoiisin of men and inc 
awakening, enlightened egotiim of women. It re- 
mains to be seen whether such chastening as Romnej 
received wiU b! ihc meani of iivakcning in men « 
higher consdousness. or whether it must needs be left 
if, the hands of the Zii'gtijt to endow coming gen- 
erations with it at iheir birth. , . r c 

Aurora's miiclsms of Romney's methods of reform 
also have a larger significance than belongs simply to 
Ihe Horv. At the time when Mrs. Brownmg was 
writine.' aocUlistic schemes for the regcner-tion of 
Kwiety were filling the air. Fourier's communistic 
tiieorie. made a wide appeal to the conscience of 
•wakening hum-nitarianism, his influence bemg ielt in 
America not onlv in the famous Brook Farm coopcM- 
tivc experiment in New England, but in the esiab- 
lishment bv the FrenAman Cabet of Phalanstene. 
on the banks of the Mississippi. All these expen- 
ments turned out failures »nd the keen-sighted Aurort 
perhtp. pot her finger upon the very kernel of their 
wetkiiest when she exclaimed ; 

"... Ah, your Fourien (aUed, 
Pccaiise not pods enough to undecitand 
Thai life develops from within." , . . 

She felt instinctively that the whole of huminiiy 
could not be fitted into a social fraAiework which 
allowed of no indiridual expansion. Not but that 
•uch schemes dwavs claim to be for the best fre^lom 
of the individual, but they are too often dominated by 
some especial bias as to what constitutes freedom, froin 
which it follows that those desiring a different sort of 
freedom are as much handicapped as eyer. 
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Another point she criiicists in Romnci's schemes li 
his concentration upon the material aspects of life. 
He is bent merely upon alleviating physical conditions, 
contending that they must be changed before any 
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devctopmetii is possible, while 



Aurora insists that the crultivalion of the ijMritual and 
artistic nature must go hand in hand with the better- 
ment of physical crondition — a truth which we 
believe the more thoughtful of reformen have come to 
recognize to-day. 

For these two, each so strongly grounded in his 
own opinion, there could be no compromise, and each 
must perforce take up the burden of life alone. She 
must work out her destiny by means of the art that has 
taken possession of her being, he through his plans for 
remoulding and bettering society. How fanatical and 
narrow a man may become in his vision when he is 
the victim of one idea, however praiseworthy hia 
intentions, is well brought out when he denies love 
■tielf in his decision to marry a child of the people for 
whom he has only a universal tort of affccticn, and so 
to unite the upper and lotver daises of society. 

Among the most beautiful episodes of the poem are 
those that tell of Marian, whose early life Aurora 
describes with passionate sympathy, illuminating Mar- 
ian's crude account with all the warmth of her poetic 
nature. Marian is one of those blossoms of purity 
and goodness — the prototype perhaps of Robert 
Browning's Pompilia — that sometimes spring from 
the mud and scum of degraded surroundings. She is 
in hetielf enough to pro\'e that the seeds oT if-irituality 
and beauty are latent everywhere, budding forth in 
places least raspectcd, and that the appeal to such 
latent poasibilidea in humanity would be wonb a (reai 
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deal, «s Auion bcU=ved, in ihe yrocta of remoulding 
Kciety. It » tmc .he is » child of ,he imagm.uon 
but the workers it the dbmal ends of citiM will tell 
you that the w no uiiresl aeation. 

It is chpriCicrisHC of Romney that it never c.ter. hw 
h«d to help Marian enlarge her iioclt of knowledge, 
thoufth any one nught have seen with half an eye thM 
s girl who had cherished stray leaves from the poet* 
and novelists given to her by wayside peddlers might 
have possibilities for intellectual development « well 
ms for work among the poor. As xn the case of Au- 
rora, he onlv wanted her to help him in his lile work, 
■nd act as a'sori of symbol, through his mamagc with 
her, of his pet social theories. 

The poet very cleverly shows the uselessneis of 
the marri.<ge as helping along in any xvay the realiw- 
tion of Romney's optimistic hopes for society, by the 
ciiticisms she puis into the mouth of Lord Howe in the 
scene in the church before the projected marriage. 
He likens the poor to a superannuated, brutalized 
King Lear, and the privitcgfd classes lo the kmg * 
daughters Regan and Goncril, the two having become 
so far separated that they can never be brought to- 
gether again by any such externa! means as Romney 
proposes. The realization that the rich owe their 
privilege to the defrauding of the poor implied in this 
comparison shows ho\v clearly our fwet sj»- the true re- 
lations between rich and poor ; but though "Lord Howe 
perceives ii, and deplores it, he is too much ol hi* own 
class to see any practicable way of righting the injustice. 
He is sure Romney has not found it, and very properly 
calls him a mad Hamlet acting ■ play of love in order 
to show society its own evil doing. This scene in the 
church is one of the most dramatic biis in the Whole 
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poem. The scrapj of conietsation that fail from the 
assembled guests redcct admirably the social tone, li 
has been criticised, of course, as not true to life, but 
no one who has attended laihionable foncdons with ■ 
*oul somewhat ibove them but will recognixe in thti 
(hallow gathering the veritable i/al of so-called high 
society, inttmted in is own liiile social events and 
with iboui u much consciousness u children of the 
true betrings of social problems ; and just u there will 
always be some people of cnie culture even in high 
•odety. Lord Hoive and Aurora herself may be taken 
to represent that element. 

Aurora's life in the meantime hai been one of labo- 
rious work at her arc, but though she has not attained 
her ideal, she has not sveakcned any in her opinions aa to 
the importance of art and her own calling to it. But her 
lonely life is producing its effect upon her character. 

.With subtle touches the poet shows how the need of 
human love is deepening In her being, and how though 
ahe will not whisper it to her own inmost thoughts, her 
heart yearns towards Romney. Even LadyWaldemtr'a 
confession to Aurora of her own love for Romnej' 
brings no tell-tale admission from Aurora. The indi- 
cations of her growing feeling are shown in her apathy 
in regard to Marian, after her lirtl cousinly action in 
going to Ke the young girl, and with perfect good 
faith accepting this child of the people as worthy to 
be united with a Leigh. If she had been a litde 
leia occupied with her own feelings, had njt been, for 
example, so haunted by Romney't <■ good-night " 
when he bade her farewell after their walk home fixm 
Marian'i — 

■■ . , . Ifke good-nJKht 
Beside a deathbed,' where the nomw^ aaa 
la sure to come too late lot more good daTS^" 
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she would have been more suspicious of Lady Walde- 
mar's intentions in regard to Marian. That lady had 
ccrtainlji revciilcd herself as an unierupuloys perwn 
ill her propotaJs Tor postponing the wedding ; and 
Aurora, by rightj, should have shown a Utile more care 
for Marian'* welfare. Aurora knows all this, after- 
wards, and blames herself when the projected weddmg 
ends in sueh a disastrous fiasco. 

The dimax of the church icene is reached when 
Romncy makes his announcement from the altar, and 
there comes the suddwi revulsion from the light tone 
of the privileged, selfish, and thoughtless to the savage 
loar of the mob i the poor showing themselves in their 
unseemly rage and violence no belter qualified to judge 
of Ronrey and his motives than the nch in ihei:- 
(nvolous indiiFcrence. 

These events throw Auiora and Romncy together 
■gain, but tht time is not yet ripe for ihe consumma- 
tion of their undemanding of each other. Though 
Aurot« now tnows in her own heart that she \o«e» 
him. Ihe altitude toward her art which he still pcrsisU 
in a exasperaung both to her pride and her intellect, 
Romnev's lesson in relation to Marian has but 
taught him that perhaps it is better to succeed in a very 
tmall tiro like Aurora's ihan to fail in a great um like 
his own. She at least has 

"... helped iLe ficilc youth lo lii* youth's d«y 
With innocent distraction. Mill pethapi 
Sucgeilive of Ihingi better than her rhymes," 

while he has succeeded onlj' in ruining one whom he 
would have helped, like an imperfectly trained sheep 
Jog, " Who bites ihe kids through too much zeal." 
He is not yet ready to admit that an can have any 
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put her life-blood into her work and chosen poverty 
thst ahe might devote herself to jts perfecting, is lup- 
poted, as she feels in anguish, " a thtof too tmall tc 
deign to kndw." Pitifully she gives vmoc to her mood 
in the dosing Hues of the Fourth Book : 

" He blew me, plainly, from the cmdble 
A* some intiuding, inlerrapling fly, 
N<Jt worth the paint of his analyna 
Absorbed on nobler subject*. Iliul a 11* I 
He would not for Ihe world ; be'i pitiful 
To ftic* even. ' Sing,' says he, ' and lease me still. 
If that's yoiu way, poor insect.' "... 

Aurora, left to herwlf again, still continues to develop 
her artistic powers. In the fine opening lines of the 
Fifth Book we hear the poet's own voice in one of 
her compelling moods, when it teems u if word] 
dropped down upon her from tome tuper-canhly 
realm, so rare and choice art they. She is dcscritung 
what the poet's inspiration must be to take hM of 
and keep the heart of humanity : 

•■, , , Shall I hope 
To speak my poems in mytterioas tune 
With man an'l nature? — with a lava.lymph 
That trickles from succeisive caluiei 
Slill drop by drop adoun Ihe linger of Go<f 
In still new worlds? — with summerilayt in tUa 
That icarce dare breathe they ate 'o beiutirul? 
With spring's delicious trouble i- Ihe ground. 
Tormented by the quickened bliHxJ of roots. 
And softly pricked by golden crocus-sheavea 
In token of the banesl-time of floweti? 
With winters and with anlontDS, — and beyond 
Wlh bumaa heart's large aeaaoDia when it hope* 
And dean, joya, grierct, akd lovea? — with all that atnia 
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of developing your thought or your passion within a 
certain Umit strengthens and intensifies that thought 
or that passion cither by condensing it or by suggest- 
ing more than can be said. ■ ■ ■ ■ 

For some reason or another the human mind is in 
sympathy with definite boundaries, and no matter 
how often it may go astray and thinit ilseif in love 
with sprangling indefinite art forms, and imagine that 
bv means of them it can better express its stnvmgi 
after the infinite, it will find that after all expression 
is richer and fuller if confined within bounds, and that 
the infinite is better suggested thus than through the 
attempted limitless in form. 

The thought that the drama may some day outgrow 
the conventions of the actual stage, and take for iti 
stage the human soul, reminds tlie reader at once of 
Robert Browning's unique and original adventures in 
his poetry, only a small proportion of which conformi 
to the accepted dramatic form, yet the whole of it so 
instinct with dramatic reality. He had the wisdom, 
however, not to attempt such formless dramas as 
Aurora advocates, but to create for himself in hU 
dramatic monologues a form with its own law* of organic 
unitv just as surely as tlic old drama had ill laws. 

One seems to see Robert, too, in the poet Graham, 
whose breadth of style she never enried. A style 
"Which gives you, with a r.-indom smutch or two 
(Ni-ifslglxled critics analyse to smutch), 
Such delicate perspectives of full life." 

Does this not hit off neatly Browning's massive way 
of sketching in a character without any circumlocutory 
descriptions of mere Mteraalsf If any doubt remaina 
a* to Browning's being meant, this domestic touch 
ought to settle iL She confiosei »he eavict Graham — 



" Becaose you have a wife -vho Idv« jou so. 
She half turKCls. at moments, lo be proud 
Of being Gtaham's wife, until ■ friend observes, 
'The bay here has his fathei'a mauirc brow 
Done amaU in wax . . . if vre push back the coria.' " 

In the same way, Beimore, whom she admire* for 
his unity of aim. 



nggeits Tennyson, and Mark Gage with Ida 

". , . caressing colour and Itancing tone 
Vfhtnhy jou're swept awaf and melted in 
The sentuij element," . . . 

suggests Swinburne. 

A rich, human note winds itself in and out of all 
these niminalions upon art. Aurora is the artist con- 
sumed with the flames of creative impulse burning 
toward some wholly worthy accomplishment, yet she 
is the woman, distrusliiil of her powers, and l"nging 
for the appreciation and sympathy of the man whom 
she loves. Angry at herself for this woman's weak- 
ness, she decides with a right woman'a manliness id 
crush out her desire for approbation, and to strive to 
the uttermost for the attainment of her highest piir< 
poses, — to screw her courage to the sticking-place, and 
if she fai'. she fails ; at least the failure will be an 
honorable one. 

She had necii of ail her brivcry to withstand the 
blow which l.cf,ills he- in the rcp...rt of Lady Walde- 
mar's coming marriage 'o Romncy. 

The interlude of Lord Howe's evening, where 
Aurora hears this painful news, give* us another inter- 
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perfecrly Mir-evidcnt fact ihat Marian ii pure. Thii 
might be used » an argument agaiiut thoic who 
think Aurora ij body and toul Mn. Browning. She 
mint have hlQ larger lympathie* than her own Aurora, 
or the could not have produced the imprcsiion of 
Marian't luperioriEy ju$t here. 

From here on the human interest deepens, and there 
i) something like the thickening of a plot in Aurora's 
misunderstanding of Vincent Carringion'i letter, and her 
Allure to receive Lord Howe's letter, which, when 
Romney and herselfcome together for the third time, 
causes them to talk at cross [iurposes and entingle 
themselves tn a bewildering series of misunderstandings. 
This gives an opportunity for several fine dramatic de- 
nouements. Though Aurora's understanding of the 
situation is all at fault, and ihc tl constantly in a siile 
between surprise and indignation at Romney's evident 
desire to mike her understand how much he loves her, 
they find themselves for the lint time in accord tnteU 
lectually. Romney has finally been contjuered by 
her last book and admits that it has spoken to him, not 
personally as an utterance of hen, but from outside her- 
•elfas veritable universal truth. It has brought home 
to him for the first time the conviction thit there is an 
interdependence of the physical and the spiritual. He 
sees now that his own failure has come partly b-.-caute 
he would not recognize the need of cultivating the 
spiritual side of those whom he would help materially, 
mnd partly through his own arrogance in supposing 
that with his strong am he could remake society and 
•et all things in the universe right by forcibly putting 
the degraded members of the community in an environ- 
ment entirely uncongenial to their undeveloped naturu, 
and eipeciing them to like it and thrive under it. His 
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m^od now h almost <,..- - ~ j - 

shows him -hit though no human being ciin do r 

yet their feeblest efforts toward the right tcU in the 

Ereit iiim of human endeavor. 

She too. confe»es that her succcm in her art secmi 
only like a failure to her. becauK >he rca!i«* that love 
■ i, a greater ihing than art. The situation here is ■ 
poignant one for the lovers. Now that all barr.en 
between their *oi.U are do«n. the ■• .tern daughter of 
the voice of God." Duty, must separate them lorever. 
A crescendo of climaxes ao<v hurtie. the poem to 
. clo=c. The 6rst is whin the truth that Lady Wal- 
demar i» not Romney's wife « !«' J^"™" ^'n ™ 
Auror-'. momentarj- relief U cruelly broken by Rom- 
nev'« announcement that he considers himself bourd 
lo Marian. The »econd i. when Manan joins thcai 
npon the terrace .nd. rising to a glorious height, hardly 
of this world, so intense is its spirituality, she refiiK. 
Romney's ofier of marriage upon grounds that crown 
her as xht one truly intuilivdy lofty soul of ihe poein 
_ she who had no theorici of art or lile. but reached 
out instincdvely toward the high and noble in acnon. 
„ when a littlr child .he .ought to feast her eyes upon 
the widcness of the sky. The final climax w when 
Aurora discovers thai Romney i» blind, and at last con- 
fesses her love for him. . 
It is a misfortune that even in the ecstasy of ihe.r 
Ktnowlcdged love, after so many torturing years to 
both of them, the poet m»k« ihem drop into iheoni- 
ing again and finally settle up the affairs of wcieiy and 
what their relaiion to it is to be. 

Still we can forgive this m \icw of the &ct that 
with the exception of "The Sonnets irom die Por™- 
juese " there we no p>»age» in any poet that rehect 
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luch an exalted and wondrous moment of love as those 
■t the end of " Aurora Leigh " — 

" Bnt oh, the night ! oh, bitter-sweet ! oh. nreet 1 
9daik, O moon and ilan, O ecstasy 
Of daikncn I O great myitety of love. 
In which abaorfoed, km, angoiah, treason'a idf 
Enlarge, raptare — iia a pebble droppMl 
In lome roll wine-cup oveibrimi the winel 
While we two (at together, leaned that nffht 
So close mf very gamenu crept and IhriUed 
With Btrangc electric life, and both my cheeks 
Crew red, then pale, with touches froni ny hair 
' In which his breath was,— while the golden mooa 
Was hung before our faces as the badge 
Of some tublioie inherited despair, 
ijince ever to be seen by only unc, — 
A voice said, low and rapid as a sigh, 
Vet breaking, 1 felt consLioui, (mm a .mile, 
'Thank God, who made me blind, to make me aaet 
Shine on, Anrora, deamt light of souU, 
Which rul'tt for evertoore both day and night 1 
I am happy.' 

I flung closer to his breast. 
At sword that, after tattle, flings to sheathi 
And. in that hurtle of unitrd souls. 
The myilic motions which in common mooda 
Are shut beyond our sense, broke in on u*. 
And, as we sat. we felt tbcold eailh .pin. 
And all the starry turbulence of worlds 
Swing round us in their audient circle^ lilt, 
If thataune golden moon were overhead 
Or if beneath oar feet, we did not know." 

Some one hai nid that this poem is a splendid fail- 
ure, but it would be nearer the truth to uy that it is 
a triumph, which no defixts in artistic construction 
can dim. It is true that the poet's proneneu to 
criiiase tnd theorize i. often in danger or upsetting 
tbe artitbc balance of the whole. No idea ctunei into 
her DUDd that the does not imatediately dabonte a 
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tcroO wodc of Kconduy ideas ardond it, and it fre* 
qnendy happens that the same thought is enhrged 
upon more than once ; but, on the other hand, no 
critidsm was ever before clothed in such living, mspired 
language. Every time a thought recurs it is burned 
in afresh with symbol and meuphor, as when a jewd 
b made to show difierent qualities by fresh aettmgs. 
Her command of expresnon is indeed marvellous, and 
with successive readings her beauties of style imprest 
themselves more and more. 

Aurora being the philosopher of the poem, it is 
principally in connection with her that the too mudi 
talking b felt, though Romney sometimes evinces a 
tendency in the same direction. This, however, ap- 
plies only to their intellectual aspect. On the human 
side Aurora especially b admirably managed, and stands 
as a ^thful and sympathetic portrayal of what we may 
venture to call the pioneer «new woman,*' who hat 
not quite fireed herself from the inheriunces of the past. 
So strenuous for her individuality at the start, she b 
ready to unk it in her love at the end. She had not 
learned that only by the highest reverence for her own 
individuality could she love properly. However, as 
Romney had learned to respect her individuality, she 
could afford to be generous in her first love-raptures. 

This slight reactionary movement on her part b 
also illustrated in her statement that women would 
better show what they can do instead of asking for 
sufirage, as if women ever could show what they might 
do fully unless freed of all disabilities, and fiirthermore 
as if they would ever get full credit for what they do 
vnthout the recognidcm by the sttte of their equality. 
What they need b both, Aurora ! 

In 6ct, the final tummmg up in the poem b on 
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rhole mctioQary m diought. Nobody*s tkeoiiet 
to receive vindicatiQQ, and Romney and Aoroni 
give one the impression that the>' will take cp their 
w^ for humanity upon the old charitable prindplet 
mstcad of upon the larger pnndples of the devd<^ 
mcnt and reorganiaadon of sodety. It did not follow 
because Romney*s methods were wrong that there- 
fore hb prindples were wrong, nor because Fourier 
was «« void *• that no saner methods for rabing the 
masses might not be evolved. 

The vindication, however, comes in the full blos- 
soming of Romney's and Aurora's characters. Both 
attain the uplands of human growth in thdr willingness 
to sacrifice thdr penonal fedings for higher, less selfish 
motives, and they recdve their just reward, because 
the poet b not going to let her Marian foil by taking 
any lower ground than they. Thus, in the unfolding 
and final exaltation of human character, the poet has 
crowned her art. 

One wonders whether the final denouement re- 
quired that Romney should have lost hb sight. He 
certainly had not been so wicked as to deserve such a 
horrible punishment, and surdy Aurora's book wodd 
*w^ . *^" J^^ ■* convindng if he had been able to 
read it himself ; besides, it reminds one of the hero of 
"Jane Eyre," as more than one critic has remarked. 
That blindness of Romney*s seems to hang over one 
during the reu of life, like a persond grief. Perhaps 
the sorrow one feeb over it b its justification ! Be 
that as it may, it gives scope to the poet for some vcr/ 
beautifiil lines, and we will accept any e%-ent at her 
hands for the sake of her impassioned doquence in 
portraying it. 

As fiw the minor charKterh their sketduQg in it 
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in«sterly, u we hive indiwicl in paasiiig, »nd they 
reveal, m iiuUiing else Mrj. Browning h»» dune, her 
Ulent lor crMtion in the purely liutnin ilrimatic field. 
One chief chancier we have no! mentioned, and of 
him we leave k lo Swinburne (O (peak fiiiingly ; 

" The piercing and terrible pathos of ihc Mory is M 
incomparable and as irrciistihte as the divine cxpressicm 
of womanly and motherly rapture which seems to suf- 
fuse and imbue the very page, the very print, with the 
radiance and the fragrance of babyhood. There never 
waj, and there never will be, such another baby in 
ivpe as thM. Other poeis, even of the inferior sex, 
have paid immonal tribute to the immanal Godhead 
tncamiite 'A the mortal and transitory presence of in- 
fancy ; the homage of one or two among them, « 
Homer or a Hugo, may have Seen worthy to be mi»- 
ukcn for a mother's ; but here is a mother's indeed j 
and ' the yearlong creature ' so divinely described 
inmt live in sight of all her readers as long as human 
nature, or as English poetry, survives. No worda 
can ever be adeijuate to give thanks for such a gift aa 
Uua." 

Chulotte Po«-ra». 

HiLiH A. Clakkb. 
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DEDICATION 

JOHN KENYON, Eit^ 

Tme ffords " fouiin " and "friend" are con«t»nlty 
lecurring in this poem, ihe last pages cf ohich hai e been 
finUhcd under (he hoipilallly of your roof, niy own dear- 
en cousin and friend i — cou>in anj friend, in a scnx uf 
Icis ecguility and greater diiintereilednen than •' Rom- 



Ending, ihetcfore, and preparing once mnre to iixn 
England, I venture to leave in your haiuh this book, ihe 
mo5t mature of my worki, and the one inio which my 
higher convictions upon Life and Art have entered i ihil 
as, through my various cHbrts In Literature and slf)'^ in 
life, you have bcliered in me, borne wllh me, and hem 
generous lo me, far beyond the common utct of mere 
lelationihip or sympathy of mind, *o you may kindly 
accept, iri sight of the public, this poor si^ cf esteem, 
gratitude, and a'Tcctiun frum — Your ur.forgclting 

E. B. B. 
39 Devonshire Place: 
OtItWr 17, 1856. 
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Or writing many books there is no end ; 

And I who hive written much in proie and vene 

For otheri' uses, will write now for mine, — 

Will write my story for my better self, 

A> when you paint your portrait for a friend. 

Who kcepj it in a drawer and looki at it 

Long after he h^i ccatcd to love you, just 

To hold together what he was and is, 

I, writing thus, am still what men call young j 

1 have not so far left the roasts of life lO 

To travel inward, that 1 cannot hear 

That murmur of the outer Infinite 

Which unweancd baliies smile at in their sleep 

When wondtred at for smiling : not so far. 

But still I catch my mother at her post 

Beside the nursery door, with finger up, 

•* Hu!*, hush — here's too much nwse ! " while ker 

iweet eyes 
I^ap forward, taking part against her word 
Ii the chilli's riot. Still I sit and feel 19 

My father's sloiv hand, when she had left lis botli, 
Stroke out my childish curls across his knee. 
And hear Aisiinla's daily jest (fhe knew 
He liked ii better thin a hecCer jcjt) 
In'^iiirc how many golden Jtudi went 
To make such rii-^lcfs. O my ftmcr's hand. 
Stroke heavily, heaiily the poor heir down. 
Draw, press the child's head closer to thy knee ! 
I'm still too young, too young, to mi alone. 
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1 write. My mother was a Florentine, 

Whose rare blue eyes were shut from sedng me 3c 

When scarcely 1 was four years old, my life 

A poor spark snatched up from ■ failing lamp 

Which went out therefore. She was weak and friU , 

She could not bear the joy of giving life. 

The mother's rapture slew her. If her kua 

Had left a longer weight upon my lipi 

It might have steadied the uneasy breath, 

And re(\)nciled and fraternised my soul 

With the new order. As it wis, indeed, 

2 felt I mother-want about the world, ^£ 
And still went seeking, like ■ bleating lunb 

Left out at night in shutting up the fold, — 

Ai restless as a nest-deserted bird 

Grown chill through something being iway, ihoggfa 

what 
It knows not. I, Aurora Lrigh, was bom 
To make my fiilher sadder, and myself 
Not oveijoyous, tnily.- Women know 
The way to rear up children (to be just). 
They know a simple, merry, tender knack 
or tying sashes, fitting baby-shoes, jo 

And stringing pretty words that make no leiuej 
And kissing full sense into empty words. 

Which things arc coral? 10 (ul \\(f iijvin. 
Akl.oneh 5.ich irilloi : <hj!,!rcn learn by such. 
Love's holv c.irncsl ' 



Andg 



y V'' 



d get ncl ovcr-c3i 
But sccinp. as hi s ri>.c-bi;>li. Loic'; Divine 
Which burn? jnd h.ir:= n.t. — n-jt a single bl-wm, — 
Become awjre and unafraid of Lcvc. 
Such good do mothers. Fathers love a> well 6c 

— Mine did, I know, — but still with heavier brains. 
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And wilU more consciously respon^blc, 
And not as wisely, since less foolishly ; 
So mothen have God's license to be miued. 

My ftther wa< »n austere Englishinan, 

Who, after a drv lilecime spent at home 

In cotlegc-leiming, Uw, and parish talk. 

Was flooded with a passion unaware. 

Hit whole pro-nsioned and complacent past 69 

Drowned out frrjm him tiiac moment. Ai he wood 

Id Florence, where he had come 10 spend a monih 

And Bote the secret of Da Vinci's drains. 

He musing someivhat absciith" perhaps 

Some English question . . . whether men should ytj 

The unpopular but necessary tax 

With left or nght hand —in the alien sun 

In that great E^quare of the SantLi^ima 

There drifted past him (scareely tnirked enough 

To iiiijve hii comfbrtjhle island scorn) 

A tnin of priestly banners, cross tnd psalm, 80 

Tlie whitt-veilcd rosC'Crowncd maidens holding up 

Tall tapers, weighty for such nri'ts. aslant 

To rhc blue luminous tremor of the air. 

And letting drop the white wax as they weitl 

To eat t)ic bishop's wafer at the chureh ; 

From which long trail of chanting priests and prla, 

A (ice fli5)ieJ lite a c>mtu! on his fice 

And shook with silent clangour brain and faetrt. 

Transfiguring him to music. Thus, even thus, 

He too received his sacramental gift 90 

With eucharistic meanings ; for he tomj. 

And thus beloved, she died. I've heard it tud 
That bni to see him in the fint surprise 
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Of widoivcr and father, nursing me, 

Unmothered little child of four years dd, 

Hb lar^ man's hands airaid to touch my curli. 

As if the gold would tarnish, — his grave lips 

Contriving such a miserable smile 

As if he knew needs must, or I should die, 99 

And yet 'twas hard, — would almost make the nones 

Cry out for pity. There's a verse he set 

In Santa Croce to her memory, — 

" Weep for an infant too young to vvctp much 

When death rcmoveU this mother *' — stops the mirth 

To-day on women's faces when ihev walk 

With rosy children hanging on ihcir gowns, ■ 

Under the cloister to escape the sun 

That scorches in the piizia. After which 

He left our Florence and made haste to hide 

Himself, his prattling child, and silent grief, I to 

Among the mounraini above Pclago ; 

Because unmothered babes, he thought, had need 

Of mother nature more than others use. 

And Pan's white goats, with udders warm atti full 

Of mystic contemplations, come to feed 

Poor milkless lips of orphans like his own — 

Such scholar-scraps he talked, I've heard from fiiends. 

For even prosaic men who wear grief long 

Will get to wear it »' a hai J'ide 1 [9 

U-JTh a fl..wer s:r;k m':. Fjrhvr, ificn. inj child. 

We ii«:,l aii.ony ihc r....ijr:..in^ m^nv vcari. 

God's silence f.[i the ouisiJe o!' ihc WJ^c. 

And we who did n"t spcjk mo InuJ wkhln. 

And oM As'UTiia to mAe up the lire. 

Croisiiig herself whene'er a sudJc. flame 

Whitli lightened from the firewood, made alive 

That piciure o( my mother on the wall. 
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TW pdMcr drew it ■ftcr the m <fea^ 

AbJ wfcca the bcc was finblicd, tkrau aod k 

H<r CM n eii ef j canicdlkim, in kaee 

Of the Ea^h-bduMKd ihroud, tbe Int 

SW dressed m ■! the Pirn ; "he shoold punt 

No MuUcr thing that that," ihc twoR, ■< to wr 

ncr poor ttgpov^ TnerciDtc *^^ Mjvi^c 

The cflcd wu. I, a Eitk child, wtMld croock 

For hovn ^lon the Boor wmh knees dnwn ^^ 

And csne scrass thcTD, half in leiiutf Inlf 

In adocanoR, at the pkniic thnc, — 

That nran-Iike Mtpcnutiinl white fife 

Jmi nilBig np war d from the red Miff dk 

Whkk icetd ta hare do part in it nor pow^ 

To leep k bvm quite brcakii^ oat of boondt. 

For hoon I m and stared^ Aaunta't awe 

And my poor father's roeUnchoiy ejcs 

StiD pointed that vmj. That war went mj 

When wandciii^ bcvood light. Aitd as I g 

In years, I miscd, con fin ed, nncomdotttljr, 

Whaterer I but reid or beard or ■^ ""■■"■*. 

Abborrent, adminbie, bcantifiJ, 

Patherical, or ghistir, or ptitesque. 

With soL that &ce . . . which did dm 

But lev ihem-.^dc level of ill form;. 
lite.,' {-in. in.l a.'r-irari.r.ji^. w« bv (i:ms 
Gh:,-:, K:nJ, ar-i inEc!. fjirv. witch', and ipt 
A Ji^:;::o5; NL.c ^^1.3 evji i d:ei = :c\ Fa:-, 
A :o^^-.g Pivchc who io-c- !:c:.: or- L.^t. 

Al! curdled and all cioihcd upon with snakes 



Who. 



r fa;:i 



Our Udy of the Pajii 



it^bbed with iwordi 




■A ■■! I'r-"^- lJSe,wawkAmfm»6aii,tt9 
^K *hdi tmO 

"" " B I 



abftMlofcniBikewatU. 



SoMxxh CT»ia* dai-i, axOisi beic «ad tfaw 

Wkfc dnae, liui u itwi^ e»t aad =>J mei 
Like wme icrramied tojr^ioa. T»e» K !■« 
I ia RSdttba' cleirif Utw ti«tc amc 

A Wrt-afo- *a» ■Kiicrtr, MM rigfci 



Frm aU III I S Md : U>. nk a ibkk. 
She kt ae v^ — «Ue I, «iik CK> n U 
Or«7 MKr** Aw » lini faKk a ««< 

bJaiMfii II liitwiUMgkf 

Ufpoor Ammx. «k0cAeB»da^»i««d 
TV vkK «&. Ike Uk la^ mf Itrff . 




To defend 

G> aT fivM dte pen noMd^ Mtfc, 
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And some one near me uid the child was mad 

Through much Ka-iickneu. The train mept xa oa i 

Wa» thij my tather's England ? the great iile I 

The ground seemed cut up from the rellomhip 260 

Of rerdure, field from field, as man from man ; 

The (ties themseJvei looked low and positive, 

Ai almost you could touch them with a hand. 

And dared to do it they were so far oF 

From God's celestial crystals ; all thingt bluired 

And dull and vague. Did Shakespeare and hii matct 

Absorb the light here ? — not ■ hill or ttonc 

With heart to strike a radiant colour up 

Or actire outline on the indifierent air. 

I think I tee my father's sister stand 170 

Upon the hall-step of her country-house 

To give me welcome. She stood straight and calm. 

Her somewhat narrow forehead braided tight 

Aa if (or taming accidental thought! 

From possibfc pulse* j brown hair pricked with gray 

By frigid use of life (she was not old. 

Although my father's elder by ■ year), 

A nose drawn sharply, yet in delicate lines ; 

A close mild mouth, a little soured about 

The ends, through speaking unrequited loves 380 

Or peradvcnture niggardly half-truihs ; 



Eyes of no colour, — onre ihcy 


migh{ have smilet 


But never, ncvtr have Torgoi ilic 


nisclvej 


In smiling ; cheets, in «hich w 


s yet a rose 


or perished summers. like a rose 


in a book. 


Kept more for Pith than pleasure 


— if past bloom 


Past fading also. 




She had lived. 


we'll say. 


A harmless life, she called a vim 


OU9 life. 



♦ 



IS 
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liigbt fed mj love — she wis hb sister once — 320 
I doDg to ker. A moment slie seemed mo^^ed. 
Kissed me witli, cold fips, safiered me to din^ 
And dnm me feeblj through the hall into 
The loom she sac in. 

There, with some stnm^ ^Msm 
Of pein and passion, she wrong loose my hands 
Imp erio osl y, and hdd me at arm's lengthy 
And with two grey-sted naked-faladed eyes 
Seardwd dirough my &ce, — ay, stabbed it through 

and throa^, 
Thfoogh bfows and dieeb and dun, as if to find 
A wicked morderer in my innocent face, 330 

If not here, there perhaps. Then, drawing fateiKh^ 
She stru g gl ed for her ordinary calm — 
And nussed it rather, — told me not to shrink. 
At if she had told me not to lie or swear, — 
<« She lored my fiidier and would love me too ^ 
At long as I^deserved it/' Very kind. 

I understood her meaning afterward ; 
She thoo^t to find my mother in my face, ^ 
And qoesdoned it for that. For she, my aant» 
Had loved my fiither truly, as she could, 340 

^ And hated, with the gall of gentle souls. 
My Tuscan mother who had fooled away 
A wise man fix>m wise courses, a good man 
From obvious duties, and, depriving her, " 
His sister, of the household precedence. 
Had wro ng ed his tenants, robbed hb native hmd. 
And nuuie him mad, alike by life and death. 
In love and sorrow. She had pored fer years 
What tort of woman could be suitable 
ToWrtofCofhaie, toentertunit with^ 3$^ 
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And an, her very curiotkr 
Bfr sm c hate too, and aB the idealism 
She ever used in lile waa uaed for hate. 
Tin haie, to n o um ht d , did exceed at ktl 
The love from which it grew, in strength 
And wrinkled her smooth co ns cien ce with 
Of dispiitabk virtiie (say not» sin) 
When Christian doc tiin e was enforced at 



n 




And dins my frdier's uster was to me 

My mother's hater. From that day she Si 360 

Her duty to me (I appreciate it 

In her own word as spoken to hersdt). 

Her duty, in laige measure, wdl pre»ed out 

Bat measured dways. She was generous, bland* 

More courteous than was tender, gave me still 

The first place, — as if fearful that God's sainit 

Woold kiok down suddenly and say «« Herein 

Yon missed a point, I think, through lack of loive.** 

Alas, a another never is afrdd 

Of speaking angeriy to any child, 370 

Smce love, she knows, b justified of love. 

And I, I was a good duld on the whole, 

A meek and manageable child. Why not ) 

I did not five, to have the faults of li^ : 

There teemed more true life in my father's grave 

Than in all England. Since ihmi thre^* me of 

Who 6in would deare (hb latest will, they tay. 

Con sign ed me to hb land), 1 only thought 

Of lyuf quiet diere where I was thrown 

Like ata^ w cc d on die rockt, and tnferii^ her 3io 

To prick me 10 a pntierm wkk her pin^ 



V 
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And drv out iiom my droivnsd iniromj 
The hK sea-s^t Idt in me. 

Snit wn. 
I hmke dK BDpM* oob Hpon bjt bead 
!■ brndi, beoiqae *1k lOtcd iBaotb-anla«d hw. 
I k& offafiBi mr nveei Tbkmi wonb 
Whidi MiD'it an/idmne of the bean 

Aslik(Aw»Ci*fi«), beoue y 

She Eked mj faher'* chBd id ipeak ha toocne. 

I lenm ^ coQem ud the oAedam, 

The creeds, Iran Adtnusiis back to Nke, 

The Anidei, due Tncu «{/fWf (he dmet 

(Bf Baracnn BooMRinare't "Prici of I^ic"), 



VecMHe ne ned wOttOed piety* 
I levu Mf cooiplnMM of dndc Preach 
(Kc|)t pne of Balzac and Mtilagj«) 
AmI GeiiMi;/aI». Moe dM Bed ■ nnge 



OTHienle 

I iarm ■ Enk algEbra. a Bale 
or dw mthwitatici, — bnithed wkh en 
The cbdeof dwioeaeet, becanc 
'" She inslfted imracn vrho are ftirafaNa. 
I leant the raral gcnealogia 
Of Oviedo, ihc inienHl bwi 
Of dM ftiMiiM II anpire, — bv Wow iwui] 
!!■■» ChMbonzo ootfom Tenerifie. 

"'*** ' * * " mcr jonu itself 

K ccMui of the ; 

jCBiurt, — faecjB 

gnt inCD ttie&J bcti. 



As ici.j :: nvighi bt ii;.icd — lioe tic^bi 
And t.»im.gii^ ugcfiag, ^"^m g oS 
The heaier't aoal dwoofh hiink«unf ■ 
Te a noi^ Tofthci ; and I <facw . . 



I dancol ibe polka and Cdbrim. 
Spva giaM, staied faifds. and nwdeOed fc 
BcovK ihe Eked accoBipSshnieMi b pth 
' 1 tead a toire ot hooks on wonanhond 
To prove, if woncn do not th<^ ai all. 
They aaj teach thinking (to a Baidcn « 
Orfdsc thcauthv). — books ihs boUIr 
Thdr light of co m pr eh ending hmfaand's i 
Wh^ MX too deep, and ercn ot ani w ui 
WiA praiT "maj it ple»e job," or ••« 
Their rapid hwight atwl fine a ptit nde . 
PaiticnUr wocth and g^Mtal wii raaiiiw) i 
. Ai lotf ai they keep qnia br the krt 
And never aj " no " Khen the worid ■ 
For thai b &tal, — their angtAc t^Mrh 
Of Twnie, c)ue4f ascd to M and dara. 
And &tten hooiAnM liiuien, — their, in 
Potentiai bc^tj in everything 
Of ahdinr»g power ■ it : Ac owned 
She Eked a w<Man id be wanank. 
And ImffiA wvmea, the thanked' God ai 
(SoMC people always agh in tha n kin g Gc 
WeR Boddb n the mtcik. And h» 
I km cn»-«tKh. bec»e ^ Ad not 1 
war the m^ with empty ha 
M(. , So. my AephcnfeM 
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And dry out from my drowned anatomy 
The lut sea-salt left in me. 



Q It wu. 



I 



I broke the copiuui curlj upon r 

In braids, because ahe liked t 

I left offwying my sweet Tuscan words 

Which still at any itlrring of the heart 

Came up to float across the English phrase 

As lilies {Beae or Ch cbf), because J" 

She liked my father's child to speak his langue. 

I learnt the eollecis and the caihecism. 

The creeds, from Alhanasius back to Nice, 

The Articles, the Tracts .igiiimi the times 

(By no means Buonaveniure'i '■ Prick of Love ") , 

And various popular synopses of 

Inhuman doctrines never taught by John, 

Because she liked instructed piety. 

I learnt my complement of classic French 

(Kept pure of Balzac and neologism) 4 

And Gennaif also, since she liked ■ range 

Of liberal education, — tongues, not books. 

I learnt a little algebra, a little 

Of the mathematics, — brushed with extreme fiounc 

The circle of the sciences, l^ecause 

She mislikcd women who are frivolous. 

I learnt the royal genealogies 

Of Oviedo, the internal laws 

Of the Burmese empire, — by how many feet 

Mount Chimboraio outsoars Teneriffe. 4 

KlagenAirt, — bee 
jener ifht into useful hci 
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A; quire impossible in luhnson's day 
As still it might be wished — fine ilelgh 
And unimagined fingering, shuffling off 
The hearer's loul through huninnet of 1 
To a noisy Tophct ; and I drew . . , 
From French engravings, ncrelds neatly 1 
(With smirks of simmering godship) : I 
Iduidscapei from nature (rather say, wasl 
I danced the polka and Cellariui. 
Spun glass, stuffed birds, and modelled A 
Because she liked accomplishments in girl 

/ I read a score of books on womanhood 
To prove, if women do not think at all. 
They may leach thinking (10 a maiden a 
Or else the author), — books that boldly 
Their right of comprehending husband's 
When not too deep, and even of answer 
With pretty " may it please you," or " 
Their rapid insight and fine aptitude. 
Particular worth and general missioiurim 

- As long as they keep quiet by the fire 
And never say "no '* when the world *i 
For that is fatal, — their angelic reach 
Of virtue, chiefly used to sit and dam. 
And fatten household sinners, — their, in 
Potential faculty in everything 
Of abdicating power in it : she owned 
She liked a wtiman to be womanly. 
And English women, she thanked God ■ 
(Some people always sigh in thanking Gi 
Were models to the universe. And last 
I leatnt cross-stitch, because she did noc 
To lee me wear the ni^t with empty h 
A-doing Dothiog. j So, my shepherdeti 
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Wu K»nethmg ifter dl (the putoral stinn 4^0 

B« pnised &r'i), leaning lovelorn with {nnk ^ei 
To lutdi ber Uiom, when I miitook the lilki ; 
Her head nncnuhed b^ that round wdght of hat 
So Mnuigelj limilar tj the torioijc-ihell 
Wluch ilew the tnftic poet. 

By the way, 
-The workf of women are lymbolical. 
We lew, lew, prick our fingen, dull our ught. 
Producing what ? A pair of lUppen, rir, 
To put on when you're weary — or a itool 
To (tumble over and vex you ..." cnne that 
■tool ! " 460 

Or elae at best, a cuihion, where you lean 
And ileep, and dream of something we are not 
But would be for your aabe. Alas, alas I 
Thii hurts most, thii — that, after all, we are paid 
The worth of our work, perhaps. 

' * In looking down 

Tloie years of education (to return) 
I wonder if Brinvillier* suffered more 
In the water-torture . . . flood succeeding fiood 
To dreoch the incapable throat and split the vcini . . . 
Than I did. Certain of your feeble louli 470 

Go out in such a process ; many pne 
To a lick, inodorous light ; my own endured : 
I had telatioDi in the Unseen, and drew 
The elemental nutriment and heat 
Fram nature, as earth feels the son at nighti. 
Or •* a fa«be aockt surely in the dark. 
I kept die life thmai on me, on the outnde 
Of dwtnBcrlife with all it> ample room 
Per bean and hingt, for will and intdlcct* 
LnioUle I7 cmvemioBi. <3Dd, 480 
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I thank thee for that grace of thine 1 

At lint 
I Alt no life which was not patience, — did 
The thing she bade me, without heed to ■ thing 
Beyond it, sat in just the eluir slie placed. 
With back against the window, 10 exclude 
The sight of the great lime-tree on the lawnt 
Which seemed to have come on purpose from th« 

To bring the house a metsage, — ay, and walked 
I Demurely in her carpeted low rooms, 
/ As if I should not, hearkening my own stepii 490 
[ Misdoubt I wu a^ve. I read her books, 
Wu civil to her couun, Romney Leigh, 
Gave ear to her vicar, tea to her viutors. 
And heard them whisper, when I changed a cop 
(I Muthed for joy at that),— "The Italian chOd, 
For all her blue eyei and her quiet ways. 
Thrive* ill in England : she ii paler yet 
Than when we came the lut time j she will die." 

"Will die." My cousin, Ronmey Ldgh, blushed 
top. 

With sudden anger, and approaching me {oo 

Sud low between his teeth, " You're wicked now I 

You wish to die and leave the world a-duik 

For others, with your naughty light blown out t" 

I looked into his (ace defyingly ; 

He might have known that, being what I was, 
/ 'Twas natural to like to get away 
' As fitr u dead folk can ; and then indeed 

Some peMe make no trouble when they die. 

He tanied and went abruptly, ilamtned the door. 

And that U* dog out. 
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Romney, Ronuiej' Ldgh> JIO 
I h«ve not named ray cousin hitherto, 
And yet I ui«d him as a sort of friend ; 
My elder by few year*, but colJ and shy 
And absent . . . lender, when he thought of it. 
Which scarcely was imperative, grave betimet. 
As well as early master of I^igh Hal!, 
Whereof the nightmare sat upon his youth. 
Repressing all its seasonable delights. 
And agonising with a ghastly sense 
Of universal hideous wanl and wrong 
To incriminate possession. When he c 
Ftum college to the country, very oft 
He crossed the hill on risiis to my aunt, 
With gifts of blue grapes from the hothousei, 
A book in one hand, — mere siadsiics (if 
I chanced to lift the cover), count of all 
The goats whose beards grow sprouting down towan 

hell ' 
Against God's separative judgment -hour. 
And she, she almost loved him, — even allowed 
That »)inctime* he should seem to sigh my way; Jjt 
It made him easier lo be pitifi:!. 
And sighing wai hit gift. So, undiitui^d. 
At whiles she let him shut my music up 
And push my needles down, and lead me out 
To see in that south angle of the house 
The figs groiv black as if by a Tuscan rock. 
On some light pretcTt. She would turn her hod 
Ac other moments, go to fetch a thing. 
And leave me breath enough to speak with him. 
For his sake : it was simple. 
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He nood and looked to. 

Once, }|p itcxxl s 
He dropped i sudden hand upon my head 
Bent down on woman's work, as soft as rail 
But then I roie and shook it of aa fire. 
The stranger's touch that took my facher't 
7 Yet dared seem aoft. 

I used him for a trier 
Before I ever knew him for a &iend. 
'Twas better, 'twas worse also, afterward : 
We came to close, we saw our difierenccs 
Too intimately. Always Romney L«gh 
Was looking for the worms, I for the gods. 
A godlike nature his ; the gods lcM>k down. 
Incurious of themselves ; and certainly 
'Tis well I should remember, bow, those da 
I was ■ worm too, and he looked on me. 

A little by his act perhaps, yet more 
By something in me, surely not my will, 
I did not dk. But slowly, as one in swooo 
To whom life creeps back in the form of dei 
With a sense of separation, a blind pain 
Of blank obsinjcdon, and a ro«r i' the ears 
Of visionary chariots which retreat 

earth grows tleatcr . , , sloxvly, by de 



I I 



: I r 






He would have saved n 



Sometimes too 
itterly, it seemed. 
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1 had I lit-.le chamhcr in the hoj>c. 
As green »i any privet-lieJge a bird 
Might choose to buiid in, though the nest its 
Could show but dcaii-brown slick* and >It 
walls 




AURORA LEIGH. 

Were green, xhe carpet waj pure green, the strtight 
Small bed wai curtained greenly, ind ihe (6\di 
Hung green about the window which let in 
The out-door world with all its greenery. 
You could not push your head out and escape 
A dash of dawn-dew from the honey sue Iile, 
But so you were baptized into the grace 
"And privilege of nccing. . . . 

First, the lime 
(1 h»d enough there, of the lime, be sure, — 
My morning- dream was often hummed away {8o 

By the beei in it) ; past the lime, the lawn. 
Which, after sivecping broadly round the house. 
Went tricl:ling through the shrubberies in a itream 
Of tender turf, and wore and lost itscK 
Among the acaciai, over which you saw 
The irregular line of elms by the deep lane 
Which stopped the grounds and dammed the overflow ' 
Of arbutus and laurc!. Out of sight 
TTie lane was ; sunk so deep, no foreign tramp 
Nor dtovcr of wild ponies out of Wale* 590 

Could guess if lady's hall or tenant's lodge 
Dispensed such odours, — ihougUhis stick well-crooked 
Might reach the loweil trail of blossoming briar 
Which dipped upon the wall. Behind the elms. 
And ihrough their tops, you saw the folded hilis 
Striped up and down with hedges (burly oaks 
Projecting from the line 10 show themselves). 
Through which my cousin Romney'schimneystmoked 
Aj still as when a silem mouth in frost 
Breathes, showing where the woodland* hid Leigh 
Hall ; 600 

While, far above, a jut of (able-land, 
A promontory without water, ntctched, — 
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You could not catch it if the days were thick. 

Or took it for ■ cloud ; but, otherwise. 

The vigorous sun would catch it up at eve 

And use ii for an anvil till he had filled 

The shelves of heaven with burning ihunder4Mrfti, 

Protes:ing against night and darkness : — ^ then. 

When all his setting trouble was resolved 

To a trance of pa^ve glory, you might lee 6l( 

In apparition on the golden sky 

fAlas, my Gioiio'i background I) the sheep run 

Along the fine clear outline, small as mice 

That run along a witch'i scarlet thread. 

Not a grand nature. Not my chestnut* wood* 

Of Vallombrosa, cleaving by the spurs 

To the precipices. Not my headlong leapi 

Of waters, that cry out for joy or fear 

In leaping through the palpitating pines. 

Like a white soul tossed out to eternity 6k 

With thrills of time upon it. Not indeed 

My multitudinous mountains, sitting in 

The magic circle, ivith the mutual touch 

Electric, panting from their fiill deep hearts 

Beneath the influent heavens, and waiting for 

Communion and commiision. Italy 

Is ane ihitig, Eiigljnd one. 

On F.nplrsh ground 
Vo.. undcr..(and the Icitcr, — ere ihc fall 
How AJam liicJ ir. a parser.. AW the fidds 
Arc lied up t^.l witl. l:t.lpcs, notrgiy-likc ; 63a 

The hills arc crumpled plains, the plains parterres. 
The trees, round, woolly, ready to be dipped. 
And if you seek for any wilderness 
You tind, at best, a park. A nature tamed 
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, And grown domestic lite a birn-door fowl, 
, Which docs not »wc you witR its claws and bttk. 
Nor tempt you lo an eyrie too high up. 
But which, in cackling, lei!^ yoi> thinking of 
Your eggs to-morrow u hreakfast, in the pauie 
Of liner me<^uiion. 

Rather My, 
A sweet familiar nature, stealing in 
As t dog might, or child, to touch your hand 
Or pluck your gown, and humbly mind you to 
Of presence and affection, excellent 
For inner use*, from the things without. 

I coutd not be unthantful, I who was 

Entreated thus and holpen. In the room 

I speak of, ere the house was tvell awake. 

And also after it was well asleep, 

I tat alone, and drew the blessing in 

Of all that nature. With a gradual step, 

A stir among the leaves, a breath, a ray. 

It came in softly, while the angels made 

A place for it beside me. The moon cai 

And swept my chamber clean of fSotish thoughts. 

The sun came, saying, " Shall I lift this light 

Against the lime-ircc, and you will not look I 

I make the birds sing — listen ! but, for you, 

God never hears your voice, excepting when 

You lie upon the bed at nights and weep." 660 

Then, something moved me. Then, I wakened up 

More slowly than I verily write now. 

But wholly, at last, I wakened, opened wide 

The window and my soul, and let the tirs 

And out-door lights iweep gradual gospdi in. 
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Regenerating what I was, O, life. 

How oft we throw it off and think, — " Enough, 

Enough of life in so much ! — hcrc'i a cause 

For rupture ; — herein we must break with Ufc, 665 

Or be ourselves unworthy ; here we are wronged. 

Maimed, spoiled for tspiradon : farewell, Ufe 1 " 

Anil so, a) fmwatd babes, we hide our eyes 

And think all ended. — Then, Life calls to ui 

In some transformed, apocalyptic voice. 

Above us, or below us, or around : 

Perhaps hc name it Nature's voice, or Love's, 

Tricking ourselves, because we are more ashamed 

To own our compensations than our griefs : 

Stiil, Life's voice ! — still, we make our peace with lift. 

And I, so young then, was not sullen. Soon 68a 

1 used to get up early, jusi to sit 

And waich the morning quicken in the gny. 

And hear the silence open like a flower 

Leaf after leaf, — and stroke with listles* hand 

The woodbine through the window, till ai laat 

I came to do it with a sort of love. 

At foolish unaware ; whereat I stniled, — 

A melancholy smile, to catch myself 

Smiling for joy. 

Capacity for joy 689 
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'I'o dodge thi 
To slip dol^^ stairs tliroujjh all [he sleepy hoi 
As mule as anv dream there, and escape 
As a soul from' the body, out of doors. 
Glide through the shrubberies, drop into 
And wander on the hills an hour or two. 
Then back again before the house should 



thelar 




chimber green, 

id thought my ihoughti, 



Or eJte I Ml on in 
And lived my life, 

My prayeri without the vicar ; rcid my boob 
Without considering whether they were fit 
To do me good. Mark, there. We get do g( 
By being ungenerous, eien to ■ boot. 
And calculating profits, — so much help 
By «o much reading. It is rather when 
We gloriously forget ourselves and plunge 
Soul-forward, headlong, into a book's profound, 
Itnpasuoned Tor its beamy and salt of truth — 
'Tis then we get the right good from a book. 



I read much. What my father taught before 710 

From many a volume. Love re-emphasised 

Upon the self-same pages : Theophrast 

Grew tender with the memory of his eyes. 

And iElian made mine wet. The trkk of 6mk 

And Latin he h»d taught me, as he would 

Hat-c taught me wresiling or the game of fives 

If such he had known, — most like a shipwreckal' 

Who heaps his single platter with goats' cheese 

And scarlet berries ; or like any man 

Who loves but one, and so gives all at once. 

Because he has it, rather than because 

He counts it worthy. Thus, my father gave ; 

And thus as did ihe women formerly 

By young Achilles, when they pinned a veil 

Across the boy's audacious front, and swept 

With tuneftJ laughs the silver- fretted roclu. 

He wrapt hii little daughter in his large 

Man'* doublet, cardeu did it fit or no. 
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But, after I had read for n 
I read for hope. The paih my father's loot 
Had trod me out (which suddenly broke off 
What time he dropped the nallet of the flesh 
And passed), alone I carried on, and set 
My child-heart 'gainst the thorny underwood. 
To reach the grassy shelter of the trees. 
Ah babe i' the wood, without a brother-babe I 
My own self.piiy, like ihe red-breait bird. 
Flies back 10 cover all that past with leavei, 

Sublimest danger, over which none weeps. 

When any young wayfaring soul goet forth 

Alone, unconscious of the pciitoui road. 

The day-sun dazxiing in his limpid eyes. 

To thrust his own way, he an alien, through 

The world of books .' Ah, you ! — you think it fine 

You clap hands — "A fair day I'* — you cb«er hin 

on. 
As if the worst, could happen, were to rest 
Too long beside a fountain. Yet, behold, 
Behold ! — the world of bocks is still the world. 
And worldings in ii arc less merciful 
And more puissant. For the wicked there 7J< 

Arc winged like angels ; every knife that strike* 
Is edged from elemental fire To assail 
A spiritual life ; thr hcaiiiirnl "cnn' liphi 
Hy furic of b^iiuv, an, I iht lochlo un.ng 
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s bald l"urL'h;-jJ^. In lU- b.r.k-worM. true. 
There's no lad, ni-irher, of Go-l's uMi and king,. 
That shake the ashes of ihe gtive aside 
From their calm locks and undiicomtited 76c 
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Lo<A iteadftit truths agiinst Time's chan^g n 

True, miny • prophet teaches in the roads ; 

True, many » »eer pulls down the flaming h 

Upon his own head in strong martyrdom 

In order to light men a moment'i space. 

But stay ! — who judges ? — who distinguishei 

'Twixt Saul and Nahash justly, at fi«t sight. 

And leaves king Saul precisely at the sin. 

To jerve lung David ? who discern* at once 769 

The sound of the trumpets, when the trumpeta Wow 

For Alaric as welt as Charlemagne? 

Who judges \vi2aTds, and can tell inie teen 

From conjurers ? the child, there ? Would you lem« 

That child to wander in a battle-field 
Arid push his innocent smile against the guni ; 
Or even in a catacomb, ■ — lus torch 
" Grown ragged in the fluttering air, and all 
The dark a-mutter round him f not a child^ 

I i«ad b«»b bad and good — some bad and good 
At once (good aims not always make good boolu ! 
Well-iemi«red spades turn up ill-smelling khIs 781 
In digging vineyards even) ; books that proye 
God's being so definitely, that man's doubt 
Grow* self-defined the other side the line. 
Made atheist by suggestion ; moral book», 
Exaaperating to license ; genial booki, 
Kscounling trom the human dignity ; 
And meiry books, which set you weeping when 
The aun ^nea, — ay, and melancholy books, 
■Which make you Uu^ that any one should weep 790 
In tint diqobted life for one vrrong more. 

I The worid of booki u still the vroM, I write. 
And boA wtrfda h«re God's prwidence, thank God, 
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To keep and hearten : with some struggle, indeed, •* 
Among the breakers, some hard swimming through 
The deeps -^ I lost breath in my soul sometimes 
And cried " God save me if there's any God," 
But, even to, God saved me ; and, being dashed 
From error on to error, every turn 
Still brought me nearer to the central uuih. 800 

I thought so. All this anguish in the thick 

Of men's o[Hnioas . . . press and ecu mer-pren. 

Now up, now down, now underfoot, and now 

Emergem ... all the best of it, perhaps. 

But throws you back upon a noble trust 

And use of your own instinct, — merely proret 

Pure reason stronger than bare inference 

At strongest. Try it, — fix against heaven's wall 

The scaling-ladders of school logic — mount 

Step by step ! — sight goes faster ; that still ray 810 

Which strikes out from you, how, you cannot tdl. 

And why, you know not (did you eliminate. 

That such is you Indeed should analyse ?) 

Goes straight and fait as light, and high ti God. 



The cygnet finds the water, but the man 

Is born in ignorance of hii element 

And feels out blind at first, disorganised 

By sin i' the blood, — his spirit-insight dolled 

And crossed by his sensations. Presently 

He feels it quicken in the dark sometime*. 

When, mark, be reverent, be obedient, 

For luch dumb moiiont of impetftct life 

Are oncles of vital Deity 

Attesdng the Hereafter. Let who My* 

" The toul'* ■ dean white paper," rather lay. 
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A palimpiMt, a prophet's Itolograph 
DdilctJ, enied and covered by a monk'i, — 
The apocalypse, by a Longut ! poring on 
Which obscene text, ive may discern perhapi 
Some fwr, 6ne iricc of what vtu wtiiten once. 
Some upstralie of an alpha and omega 
ExprcMing the o!d Krtpture. 

Book), books, books ! 
I had round the secret of a garrcl-rooni 
Piled high with caies in my father'i name, 
Filed high, picked large, — where, creeping ia and oM 
Among the gi'nt fotah of my past, 
like *ome small nimble moutc between the ribt 
Of a raastodoD, 1 nibbled here and there 
At this or that box, pulling through the gap. 
In heats of terror, haste, victorious joy, ^ 84O 

The first boot diK. And how I felt it beat 
Under my pillow, in the morning's dark. 
An hour before the sun would let me read ! 
My books ! At last because the time wis ripe, 
I chanced upon the poets. 

A) the earth 
Plunges in fiiry, when the internal firo 
Have reached and pricked her heart, and, throwing 

iiat 
The miris and temples, the triumphal gates 
And toivcrs of objeriation, clears herself 
To elemental freedom — thus, my soul, 850 

At poetry's divine first finger-touch. 
Let go coDventiotis and sprang up surprised. 
Convicted of the great eternities 
Before two worids. 

What's this, Aurora Leigh, 
You write 10 of the poets, and not laugh ? 
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TIkmc vinaoai lian. dreamers after (Uric, 
Esaggctaton of the *un *nd moon. 
And aoothsaycrt in a tea-cup ? 

I write M 
Of the only truth-tdlen now left to God, 
The only speaker* of essential truth. 
Opposed to relative, comparative. 
And temporal truths ; the only holders by 
His sun-skirts, through conventional gray gloomi ; 
The only teachers who instruct mankind 
From just a shadow on a chamcl-wall 
To find man's veritable stature out 
Erect, sublime, — the measure of a man. 
And that's the measure of an angel, says 
The apostle. Ay, and while your common men 
Lay telegraphs, gauge railroads, reign, reap, dine. 
And dust the ilaunty carpets of the world 
For kings to walk on, or our president. 
The poet suddenly will catch them up 
With hb voice like a thunder, — •' Thb U loul, 
Thi) is life, this word is being said in heaven. 
Here's God down on us .' what are you aboot ? " 
How all those workers start amid their work. 
Look round, look up, and lee!, a moment's apace, 
1*hal carpet-dusting, though a pretty trade. 
Is not the imperative labour after all. 
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That th^,i 1 loic \uj.— or hut 

Do:s ill this smcii of thvmc i> 
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through love 



In petsi'nal presence, or but tcstiiy 
The rustling of your vesture through mv 
With influci.t odours I When my joy \ 



30 



AURORA LBIOH. 



FIRST BOOK. 



3» 



»f 



My thought and aspiration like the stops 
Of pipe or flute^ are absolutely dumb 
Unless melodious, do you play on me "^ 890 

My pipers, — and if, sooth, you did not blow. 
Would no sound come ? or is the music mine. 
As a man's voice or breath is called his own. 
Inbreathed by the Life-breather ? There's a doubt 
For cloudy seasons ! J 

But the sun was high 
When fir5t I felt my pulses set themselves 
For concord ; when the rhythmic turbulence 
Of blood and brain swept outward upon words. 
As wind upon the alders, blanching them 
By turning up their under-natures till 900 

They .trembled in dilation. O delight 
And triumph of the poet, who would say 
A man's mere **ycs," a woman's common •• no, 
A litde human hope of that or this, * 

And says the word so that it bums you through 
With a special revelation, shakes the heart 
Of all the men and women in the world. 
At if one came back from the dead and spoke. 
With eyes too happy, a fimiiliar thing 
Become divine i' the utterance ! while for him 910 
The poet, speaker, he expands with joy ; 
The palpitating angel in his flesh 
Thrills inly with consenting fellowship 
To those innumerous spirits who sun themselves 
Outside of time. 

O life, O poetry, 
— Which means life in life ! cognisant of life 
Beyond this blood-beat, passionate for truth 
Beyond these senses ! — poetry, my life. 
My eagle, widi both grappling feet still hot 
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From Zeus's thunder, who hast ravuhed me 920 

Away from all the shepherds, sheep, and dogs. 

And set me in the Olympian roar and round 

Of luminous hces for a cup-bearer. 

To keep the mouths of all the godheads moist 

For everlasting laughters, — I myself 

Half drunk across the beaker with their eyes ! 

How those gods look ! 

Enough so, Ganymede, 
We shall not bear above a round or two. 
We drop the golden cup at Herd's foot 
And swoon back to the earth, — and find ourselves 950 
Face-down among the pine-cones, cold with dew. 
While the dogs bark, and many a shepherd scoffs, 
<< What's come now to the youth ? " Such ups and 

downs 
Have poets. 

Am I such indeed ? The name 
Is royal, and toNign it like a queen 
Is what I dare not, — though some royal blood 
Would seem to tingle in me now and then. 
With sense of power and ache, — with imposthomes 
And manias usual to the race. Howbeit 
I dare not : 'ds too easy to go mad 940 

And ape a Bourbon in a crown of straws ; 
The thing's too conmion. 

Many fervent souls 
.Strike rhyme on rhyme, who would strike steel on 

steel 
If steel had offered, in a restless heat 
Of doing something. Many tender souls 
Have strung their losses on a rhyming thread. 
As children cowslips : — the more pains they take. 
The work more withera. Young men, ay, and maids. 
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"Too ofien sow their wild oats in time vene. 
Before ihey sit down under iheir own vine 
And live for ute, Alas, near all :iie birds . 
Will sing at dawn. — and y« wc do not lake 
The chaffering swallow for the holy lark. 
In those days, though, I never analysed. 
Not even myself. Analysis comes late. 
You catch a sighi of Nature, earliest. 
In fiill front sun-face, and your eyelids wink 
And drop before the wonder oft ; you miss 
The form, through seeing the light. I lived, 

d;,s. 

And wrote because I lived — unlicensed else ; 960 
My heart beat in my brain. Life's violent flood 
Abolished bounds, — and, which my neighbour's field. 
Which mine, ^vhai mattered i it is thus in youth ! 
We play at leap-frog over the god Term ; 
I The love within ns and the love without 
I Are mixed, confounded ; if we are loved or love, 
' We scarce distinguish : thus, with other power ; 

I Being acted on and acting seem the same : 
In ihal first onrush of life's chariot-wheels. 
We know not if the forests move or we. 970 

And so, like most young poets, in a flush 
Of individual life 1 poured myself 
Along ihc veins of others, and achieved 
Mere lifeless imitations ol live verse. 
And made the living answer for the dead. 
Profaning nature. '' Touch not, do not taste, 
' Nor handle," — we're loo legal, who write young : 
We beat the phomiinx rill we hurt our thumbs. 
At if still ignorant of counterpoint ; 979 

We call the Muse, — "O Muse, benignant Muse," — 
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As if we had icen her purple-brwded head. 
With the cyei in it, start between the bought 
As often as ■ stag's. What make-believe. 
With so much earnest ! what effete results 
From virile efforts ! what cold wire-drawn cxles 
From such white heits ! — bucolics, where the cow 
Would scare the writer if they splashed the mod 
In lashing off^ the flies, — didactics, driven 
Against the heels of what the master said ; 
And counterfeiting epics, shrill with trumps J 

A babe might blow betkveen two straining chcekt 
Ol bubbled rose, to make his mother laugh ; 
And elegiac grief), and songs of love. 
Like cast-off" nosegays picked up on the road. 
The worse for being warm : all these things, writ 
On happy mornings, with a morning heart. 
That leaps for love, is ictive for resolve, 
Weak for art only. Oft, the indent forms 
Will thrill, indeed, in carrying the young blood. 
The wine-skins, now and then, a little vruped, 10 
Will crack even, as the new wine gurgles in. 
Spare the old boiiles ! — spill not the new wine. 

By Keais's soul, the man who never stepped 
In gradual progress like another man, 

Bui. turning grandlv on his central self, 
En^piiercJ l.imsdf in iwcntv pcrieit vcars 
And died, not voung filic life of a long life 
Distilled lo a mere drop, falling like a tfar 
Upon th- world's toM iheek 10 make il bum 
For ever) ; by ihai sirong excepted soul, 10 

I count il slrange and hard 10 understand 
That nearly all young poets should wiiie old, 
That Pope was sexagenary at sixteen. 
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And beardless Byron academical 
And so with others. It may be perhaps 
Such have not settled long and deep enough 
In trance, to attain to clairvoyance, — and stiD 
The memory mixes with the vision, spoils. 
And works it turbid. 

Or perhaps, again, ^ 

In order to discover the Muse-Sphinx, loao 

The melancholy desert must sweep round. 
Behind you as before. — 

For me, I wrote 
False poems, like the rest, and thought them true 
Because myself was true in writing them. 
I peradventure have writ true ones since 
With less complacence. 

But I could not hide 
/ My quickening inner life from those at watch. 
They saw a light at a window, now and then,s 
They had not set there : who had set it there ? 
My father's sister started when she caught 1030 

My soul agaze in my eyes. She could not say 
! I had no business with a sort of soul, 
i But plainly she objected, — and demurred 
I That souls were dangerous things to carry straight 
I Through all the spilt saltpetre of the world. 
' She said sometimes ** Aurora, have you done 
Your task this morning ? have you read that book ? 
And are you ready for the crochet here ? *' — 
As if she said ** I know there's something wrong ; 
I know I have not ground you down enough 1 040 
To flatten and bake you to a wholesome crost 
For household uses and propriedes. 
Before the rain has got into my bam 
And tet the grains a-sprouting. What, jroa^re green 
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With out-door impudence ? you almost grow ? ** 

To which I answered, *' Would she hear my task. 

And verify my abstract of the book ? 

Or should I sit down to the crochet work ? 

Was such her pleasure ? " Then I sat and teased 

The patient needle till it split the thread, lo$o 

Which oozed off from it in meandering lace 

From hour to hour. I was not, therefore, sad ; 

My soul was singing at a work apart 

Behind the wall of sense, as safe from harm 

As sings the lark when sucked up out of sight 

In vortices of glory and blue air. 

And so, through forced work and spontaneous work. 

The inner life informed the outer life. 

Reduced the irregular blood to a settled rhythm, io$9 

Made cool the forehead with fresh-sprinkling dreams. 

And, rounding to the spheric soufthe thin. 

Pined body, struck a colour up the cheeks 

Though somewhat faint. I clenched my brows acroat 

My blue eyes greatening in the looking-glass. 

And said ** We'll live, Aurora ! we'll be strong* 

The dogs are on us — but we will not die.** 

Whoever lives true life will love true love. 

I learnt to love that England. Very oft. 

Before the day was born, or otherwise 

Through secret windings of the afternoons, 1 070 

I threw my hunters off and plunged myself 

Among the deep hills, as a hunted stag 

Will uke the waters, shivering with the fear 

And pasuon of the course. And when at last 

Escaped, so many a green slope built on slope 

Betwixt me and the enemy's house behind. 
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1 d»reo to res!, or wander, in a rest 
Made sivceter for the step upon l)ie grass. 
And viciv the ground's most gen ' '" element 
(As if God's finger touched but 
In making England), such an up 
Of verdure, — nothing too much 
A ripple of land ; such liiile hills 
Can Sloop to tenderly and the vt 
Such nooks of valleys lined with 
Fed full of noises by invisible sir< 
And open pastures where yoo sc; 
While daisies from white dew, — 
The mythic oiks and elm-trees si 
Sctf-poised upon (heir prodigy of 
I thought my father's land was v 
LPf being my Shakespeare' 



press 10 
Ids climb i 



5 out 



thy li 



V« 



alone. 



Unlicensed ; not unftequenily v 

To tvalk the third with Romney j nis friend 

The rising painter, Vincent Carr 

Whom men judge hardly as bee-l m d, 

Because he holds that, paint a be wcil, 

Vou piini a soul by implication. 

The grand first Master. Pleasar l walks ! for if 

He said " When I was last in Italy," I lo 

It sounded as an instrument that's played 

Too far olF for ihc tune — and yet it's fine 

To Jiiten. 

Often we walked only two 
If cousin Romney pleased to walk with me. 
We read, or talked, or quarrelled, as it chanced. 
We were not lovers, nor even friends well-matched : 
Say rather, scholars upon different tracks. 
And thinkcn disagreed : he, overfiill 
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In the tcginoing when God cillcii ail good. 
EvcB then WIS cnl new us, ii i) wril j 
BuE we indeed who call thing* good mi Ut, 
The evil u upoo lu while we speak ; 
Ddiver ui from evil, let tu prar. 
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TiMti followed one mother. Cime ■ mom 

I »tooil upon the brink of l^ven^)■ yean. 

And looked before and »fter, a I iiood 

Woman and artist, — either iniromplete. 

Both crsddou! of completion. There I hcM 

Tbe irhote creation in my little cup. 

And smiled with ihirjty Kps before 1 drank 

" (food health 'o you and mc, sweet neighbour miiw. 

And all thc»e peop'es." 

I was glad, that dajr { 
The June was in me, with its multitudes |o 

Ot" nightingales all sin^ng in the dart. 
And rosebuds reddening where the calyx sp&C 
I (elt to Toiing. fo strong, so sure of God 1 
So glad, I could not choose be very wise ! 
And, old at iwcnty, «ai inclined to pull 
My childhood backward in a childish jut 
To see the face oft once more, and fairwell I 
In which taniastic mood I hounded fotih 
At early iroming, — would not »rait *o long 
As even to snatch my bonnet by the urinp. lo 

But, bnidting a grceo trail across the lawn 
With my gown in the dew, took wiQ utd away 
Among the acadai of the shrubberies. 
To fly my ^des in the open air 
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And keep my birthday, till my aunt awoke 
To uap good dreams. Meanwhile I murmit 
A* koiteyed bees keep humming to themselre 
** Tlie worthiest poets have remained uncrow 
Till death has bleached their foreheadi to the 
And so writh me it must be unless I prove 
Unworthy of the grand adversity. 
And certainly I would not fail so much. 
What, iherefoie, if I crown myself to-day 
In sport, not pride, to leam the feel of it. 
Before my brows be numbed as Dante's own 
To all the tender pncking of such leaves ? 
Such leaves ! what leaves ?" 

I pulled the brand 
To choose from. 

" Not the bay ! I choose 
(The fttes deny ui if we are overbold). 
Nor myrtle — which raeatis chieBy love ; ani 
Is something awftit which one dares not touci 
So early o' monungs. This verbetu strains 
The point of passioniie fragnnce ; and harJ 
This guelder-rose, at far too slight a beck 
Of the wind, will toss about her flower-apple 
Ah — there's my choice, — that ivy on die 1 
That headlong ivy ! not a leaf will grow 
But thinking of a wreath. Large leaves, imooi 
Serrated like my vines, and half as green, 
rlike such ivy, bold to leap a height 
'Twas strong to climb ; as gojj in gri'w on 
As twist about a ihir^m ; pre;rv (,« 
(And ih«i"s r.o: ill) when (wii-cl ruund a cc 
Thjs <pci'.jng rg mv^cW, halt" ringing it, 
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Drenched, blinding me with dew, icross mj brow. 

And fasiening it behii)d to, turning faced 

. . . My public ! — cousin Romnej' — wilh a 

mouth 
Twice graver th«n bi» eyes. 

I stood there fixed, — 60 
My arms up, tike the caryatid, sole 
Of some abohshed temple, helplessly 
Persistent in a gesture which derides 
A former purpose. Yet my blush was ilune. 
At if from flax, not atone. 

" Aurora Leigh, 
The earliest of Auroras ! " 

Hand stretched out 
1 clasped, as shipwrccted men will tlasp a hand, 
Indifferent to the sort of palm. The tide 
Had caught me at my pastime, wriiing down ■ 
My foolish name too near upon the sea 70 

Which drowned mc with a blush as foolish. " You, 
My cousin ! " 

The smile died out in his cyei 
And dropped upon his lips, ■ cold dead weight. 
For jusi a moment, " Here's a book I found I 
No name writ on it — poems, by the form j 
Some fireek upon the margin, — UJy's Greek 
Withoiit the accents. Read it ? Not a word. 
I saw at once the thing had witchcrafi in't. 
Whereof the reading calls up dangerous spirits : 
I rather bring it to the wiich," 

■' My boot. 80 
You found It " . . . 

" In the hollow by the stream 
That beech leans down into — of which you said 
The Oread in it has a Maiad'i heart 
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And pines for v 



My cousin ! that I have se 
Witch, scholar, poet, dreii 
To be a woman 



Thanlt you." 

'■ Thanb 1 
seen >-ou not too much 
snd the test. 



The smiic rose in 
The ivy on my forehead, light 
1 answered gravely " Poets needs 
Or men or womc 



With a glance 
igi'm and touched 



pity.- 



■■Ah 



But men, and still less women, happily. 
Scarce need be poets. Keep to the green wread 
Since even dreaming of the ;iane and bronze 
Brings headaches, pretty cousin, and defiles 
The clean white morning dresses." 

Because 1 love the beautiful I must 
Love pleasure chiefly, and be overcharged 
For ease and whiteness .' well, you know the wc 
And only miss your cousin, 'us not much. 
But learn this ; I would laiher take my pan 
With God's Dead, who alTord to walk in whjw 
Yet spread His glory, ihan keep cjuitt here 
And gJlhcr up uiv kci iMrn c\cn a step 
l-'or iVar to soil mv g.nvn irfso miicl. di^.r. 
1 choose to walk *t all n.ks. — Here, if heads 
That hold a rhytlimic thought, much ache pcrfo 
For my pjrt 1 chot-H- headache,, — and lo-day'i 
My birthdiv," 

■ Dear Aur ' 



To c 



Vou 



c balsa 
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The heidiche ii too noble for my uax. 

Yen think the hnruche would lound decenUff 

Since that'i the woman'i ipccid, proper achei 

And fliogether tolenble, except 

To a woniM." 

Saying which, I loosed my ymub. 
And twinging it beside me aa I walked. 
Half-petulant, half-playful, » we walked, 
I cent ■ tidelong look to find hi) thought, — 
Ai falcon act on Uconer'i finger may. 
With sidelong head, and startled, biiving eye, I so 
Wluch means, "You'll see — you'll tee I I'U lOOB 

uke flight, 
Yoa shall not hinder." He, as shaking out 
Hi* hand and answering "Fly then," did not tpok. 
Except by such a gesture. Silently 
We paced, until, juti conung into sight 
Of the house-windows, he abruptly caught 
At one end of the swinging wreath, and said 
■' Aurora 1 " There I stopped short, breath and all. 

"Aurora, let's be seiious, and throw by 129 

This game of head and heart. Ljfe means, be sure. 
Both heart and head, — both active, both complete. 
And both in earnest. Men and women make 
The world, as head and heart make human life. 
Work man, work woman, since there's work to do 
In this beleaguered earth, for head and heart. 
And thought can ne\'er do the work of love: 
But work for ends, I mean for uses, not 
For such sleek fringes (do you call them ends, 
SdU leaf God's gioty f) u we sew oondre* 
Upon the velvet of iboiebaldaqnina 140 

Held 'twixt u ud tke sun. That book of y oma. 
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1 have not read a page of; but I toM 

A rote up — it lidli calyx down, you sec ! 

The chances are that, bong ■ woman, young 

And pure, with such ■ pair of large, calm eye*. 

You write u well . . . and ill . . . npoa 

the whole. 
As other women. If as well, what then t 
If even a little better, . . . still, whu thcnf 
We want the Best in art now, or no art; 
The time n done for facile sellings up I {o 

Of minnow gods, nymphs here and tritont there; 
The polythrists luve gone out in God, 
That unity of Bests. No bests, no God ! 
And so with art, we say. Give art's divine. 
Direct, indubitable, real as grief. 
Or leave us to the grief we grow ourselves 
Divine by overcoming with mere hope 
And most prosaic patience. You, you are young 
At Eve with nature's daybreak on her face, 159 

But this same world you are come to, dearest eat. 
Has done with keeping Urthdays, saves her wreath* 
To hang upon her ruins, —and forgets 
To rhyme the cry with which she still beats back 
Those savage, hungry dogs that hunt her down 
To the empty grave of Christ. The worid'* hard 

The sweat of labour in the early cune 

Has (turning acrid in ux thousand yean) 

Become the sweat of torture. Who has time. 

An hour'i time . . . think 1 — to ut upoa t 

buk 
And hear the cymbal tinkle in white hand* 1 170 

When Egypt's ilain, I lay, let Miriam dag I ^ 
Before — whcre'k Mote* I " 
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"Ah, exactly il 
MoKs [0 U ioond I 



Where'* Mwa? 

Yoa'U Kck kim rxinlf is die bulfwlm, 

Ye 



<7^ 

IfAal woe oedUe, bdog Kvcdjr fpgilt.) 

Is cnlcniiiin beehira." 

•• There «ii ! 
Yon ftxy ba»de a tleath-bod lAc a chikt, 
Ya mnsire lo roundf a prophet** place 
To teach the livine. None of all tbese d 
Caa ivomca aadentaail. You generaliie 
Ok. nothiit^ — not even (rici ! Your 

hewu. 
So ijmpathctic (o the perxmal pan^ 
Clo*c on eack scfarate luiife-strole, jicUing -wp 
A wbofe Gfe « caek woimd, iut a j Me 
Of dccpcBuie, WMlenag a bite lap of Efe 
To boU tfce woM-fM woe. Tlie horaa ncc 
To foQ moM, nek a dnM, or rack a rwi, 
Yoa nw one moning fraimg in dK cold, 
B wide thai gsie, petfaap*. You gadwr vp 
A few *iirk cue*, ud whea ttnsnf n xnm m n 
Will wnteaf&ctonet tad ofdavcsatif 
Year btber mre a n^ro, and )r<**' ■*"■ 
A ifoiiier IB tkc mil*. AO't jotm >Md yga. 
AS. coItMred widi joor biood, 
JMt mchav to'jrau. Wfcf, I 
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And !';n lo^ ! . . . tijcs one nomin of yo 
(You who weep eaiily J grovr pale w see 
This tiger ikake his cage I — doe* one of jou 
Stand (till htm dandng. Hop fron nrii^iiig pea 
And pine and die becattK of ibe great sun 
Of nninnal anguisk ? — Show me a tear 
Wet at Corddia'*, in eyei ht^hi as TOtn, 
Became the worid b nad. You rannat co^M, 
Tkat jroa (booM weep far thii acenonc, not foa 
— Yon weep for what you know. A red-kMred d 
Skk in a fever, if voa loock him coce, 
Thmgk but ao little as wiik a finger-tip. 
Will let you weeping ; but a million ntk 
You could as joon weep for the rule of ikrec 
Or ccMBpound feactiaai. Therefore, tkii nae * 
Uncomprchended by you. mart remain 
Uninfluenced by you. — Women as yoa ate. 
Mere women, penoiu] and pasMonate, 
Yon give nt doating moihen, and p er fect wires, 
Sobfime Madotmai, and enduring •aims '. 
We get no ChHi: from you, ~~- and Terily 
We tkall n " " '" 



That yoa, Aurora, with the Urge Bve brow 
And ncady rye&b, cannot condescend 
To play at an, ai ci-ildrcn pliT at swocds. 
To show a ptetiy spirit, chiefly slmircd 
B e tame irve actioo b impossible. 
Yoa Bcm' caa be nrislied with piwe 
Wkkk ncn give women when they jwlge a book 
r*ac as nvic w^xk can as nvre wonann a work. 

M^A ma^ the ^Molwe tcora. " Ok. cxcdh 
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" Willi grace, ivhal Facile turn?, wKat (liicnl iwecpi, 
'■Whai delicaie <i)5«rnmctn . . - almost though! I 
*• 'I'lic book does honour (o the sex, we hold. 
" Among our female auihon we make room s^o 

" For this fair writer, and congratulate 
. "The country thai producei in these limci 
\ "Such women, competent to . . . spell." 

"Stop there," 
I tnswered, burning through hi) thread of talk 
With « quick fiame of emotion, — " Vou hive reid 
My soul, if not my book, and argue well 
I would not condescend ... we will net i»y 
To such a kind of praise (a worthless end 
It praise of all kinds), but to such a use 
Of holy an and golden life. I am young, ajo 

And peradveniure ivcak — you tell me so — 
Through being a woman. And, for all the rSsl. 
Tike thanks for justice. I would rather dance 
At fain on light-ropc, till the babies dropped 
Their gingerbread for joy, — than shift the lypet 
For tolerable vcrs«, intolerable 
To men who act and suSet. Better far 
Pursue a frivolous trade by serious means. 
Than a sublime art frivolously." 

" Vou, 
Choo«e nobler work than either, O moivt eyes i6o 
And hurrying lips and hexing heart ! We are young, 
A«ror», you and I. The world, — look round, — 
The world, ive*re come to late, is swollen hard 
With perished generations and their sins : 
The ris-ili*er's spjdc grinds horribiy 
On dead men's bones, and cannot turn up loil 

. That's otherwise than ietid. AH*" 

L hvrct partial c*:'- :„ j u, .u«ai > ^ 
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What's left behind ; all triumph, something en 
At the chariot-wheels ; all government, some ^ 
And rich men make the poor, who cutae the rii 
Who agonise together, rich and poor. 
Under and over, in the social spasm 
And crius of the ages. Here's an age 
That makes iti own vocation ! here we have st< 
Across the bounds of time I here's nought to aei 
But just the rich man and just Lazarua, 
And both in torments, with a mediate gulf. 
Though not a hint of Abraham's bostHn. Wh< 
Being man, Aurora, can stand calmly by 
And view these things, and never tease his soul 
For some great cure ? No physic for this grief. 
In all the earth and heavens too ? " 

"You bel 
In God, tor your part ? — ay I that He who n 
Can make good things from ill things, best from 
As men plant tulips upon dunghills when 
They wish them finest ? " 

" True. A death- 
The same as life-heat, to be accurate. 
And in all nature it no death at all. 
As men account of death, so long as God 
Stands witnessing for life perpetually. 
By being just God. That's abstract truth, I ka 
Philosophy, or sympathy with God : 
But I, I sympthise with man, not God 
(I think I was a man for chiefly this). 
And when 1 stand beside a dying bed, 
Tu death to me. Observe, — it had not muc 
Consoled the race of mastodons (o know. 
Before ihcy went to fossil, thai anon 
Their place would quitken wiih the cIcDha"' 
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They were not elephants but mastodon* ; 
And I, a min, «1 men are now and not 
As men mij" be hcreafier, feel with men 
)n the igoniitng preieni." 

" h it io," 
I laid, " my cousin i is the world lo bad. 
While t heir nothing of it through the treet t 
The world was aUvavs eril, — but »o bad f *' 

"So bad, Aurora. Dear, n\y soul ii grey 

With poring over the long sum of ill ; 

So much for vice, to much lor discontent, 31O 

So much for the necessiiici of power. 

So much (or the connivances of fear. 

Coherent in statistical d»pain 

With «ich a total of dimactcd life, . . . 

To see it down iti figures on ■ page. 

Plain, iilen:, clear, as God seel through the emith 

The senae of all the gravej, — that's terrible 

For one who i' not God, and rtnnot right 

The wrong he looks on. May 1 choose indeed* 

But row away my jearj, my meiin!, my ainu, 3*0 

Amonfi die helpen, if there's any help 

In fuch a n-vriai stnit f The common blood 

That livings along my veins is nrong enough 

To draw tnc to thii duty." 

Then I spoke. 
•• I have not stood long on the strand of life. 
And these sail waters have had scarcely time 
To creep so high up as to wet my feet : 
I cannot judge these tides — I shall, pcrhapa. 
A woman's atwavs younger than a man 
At equal yean, because she is disallowed JJO 

Maturing by the outdoor sun and air. 
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And kept in long-clothes past the age to walk. 

Ah well, I know you men judge otherwise ! 

You think a woman ripens, as a peach. 

In the cheeks chiefly, Pau it to me now ; 

I'm young in age, and younger Mill, I think, 

Aa a woman. But a child may lay amen 

To a bishop'i prayer and feel the way it goet. 

And I, incapable to loose the knot 

Of social questions, can approve, applaud - j^ 

August compassion. Christian thoughts that shoot 

Beyond the vulgar white of personal aims. 

Accept my ro'erence." 

There he glowed on me 
With all hit face and eyes. " No other help ? " 
Said he — "no more than so?" 

"What help.'" Iaake< 
" You'd scorn my help, — as Nature's self, you *»} 
Has scorned to put her music in my mouth 
Because a woman's. Do you now turn round 
And ask for what a woman cannot give }" 

" For what she only can, I turn and ask," 35 

He answered, catching up my hands in his. 
And dropping on me from hi* high^eaved brow 
The full weight of his soul, — " I ask for love. 
And that, she can ; for life in fellowship 
Through bitter duties — that, I know she can ; 
For wifehood — will she ? " 

" Now," I said, "may Co 
Be witness 'twixt us two ! " and with the word, 
Mesecmed I floated into a sudden light 
Above his stature, — " am I prmed too weak 
To stand alone, yet strong enough to bear 36 

Such leaners on my shoulder 1 poor to think. 
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Yet rich enough to ijrinpathite with thought ! 
Incompetent to sing, as blackbirds can. 
Yet competent to Jove, like him ? " 

the lighihoiiM will 



Perhafw I darkened. 
Thai turns upon the 
Anything does for ■ 



• it'. al«- 



, dear. 



And dearlj- honoured," — he pressed in at once 

With eager tiHerance, — " van translate mc ill. 

I do not contradict my thought of you 370 

Which is mott reverent, with another thought 

Found lesj so. If your sex is weak for art 

(And I, who said so, did but honour you 

By using truth in courtship), it it strong 

For life and duty. Plare your fecund heart 

In mine, and let us blossom for the world ■ 

That wants love's colour in the grey of time. 

My talk, meanwhile, is arid to you, ay. 

Since al! my talk can only set you where 

You lool( down coldly on the arena-heipt jSo 

Of headless bodies, shapeless, indistinct ! 

The Judgment- Angel scarce would find his way 

Through such a heip of generalised dt<treis 

To the individual man with lips «nd eyes. 

Much less Aurora. Ah, my sweet, come down. 

And hand in hand we'll go where yours shall touch 

These victims, one by one ! till, one by one. 

The rormless, nameless trunk of every man 

Shall seem to wear a head with hair you know. 

And every woman cat^h your motlier's face 390 

To melt you into passion." 

"I am t girl," 
1 uuweTed slowly ; ■■ you do well lo name 
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My mother's face, Thougli fjr too early, alu, 
God's hand did interpose 'tivixt it and me, 
I know to much of love «i used to thine 
In that fiice ind another. Just so much { 
No more indeed at all. I have not leen 
So much love since. I pray you pardon me, 
A> aniwers even to make ■ marriage with 
In this cold land of England. What you love 
Is not a woman, Romncy, but a cause : 
You want a helpmate, not a mistress, ur, 
A wife to help your ends, — in her no end. 
Yoor cause is noble, your ends eicelleni. 
But I, being most unworthy of these and that. 
Do otherwise conceive of love. Farewell." 

" Farewell, Aurora ? you reject me thut ? " 
He said. 

"Sir, you were married long ago. 
You have a wife already whom you love. 
Your aocial theory. Blcii you both, I aay. 
For my part, I am scarcely meek enough 
To be the handmaid of a lawfij ipoiue. 
Do I look a Hagar. think you ?" 

"So you jei 

" Nay, ao, I speak in earnest," I replied. 

" You treat of marriage too much like, at Ictata 

A chief apostle : you would bear with you 

A wife ... a lister . . . ihall we speak it 01 

A aisier of charity." 

"Then, must it be 
Indeed farewell ? And was I w fiu- wrong 
In hope and in illuuon, when I took 
The woman to be nobler than the rou. 




Yourself ihc noW«i 

And comprehenifpn of what love is, 

Thai geneiaiei itic likeness of itself 

Through all heroit duties ? so far wrong. 

In saying bfunily, vcniuhtig truth on love, 

' Come, human creature, love ind work with mc 

Insiead of < Lady, thou an wondrous fair, 

■ And, where the Graces walk before, the Mum 

• Will follow at the lightning of their eyes, 

' And where the Muse wilks, lovers need to ere 

'Turn round ar»d love me, or 1 die of love.*" 

With i]uic( indignation I broke in. 

*' You misconceive the question like a man. 

Who sees a woman as the complement 

Of hii sex merely. You forget too much 

That ever)' creature, female as the male. 

Stands single in re^ponsililc act and thought 

Ai also in birth and death. Whoever lays 

To a loyal woman, ' Love and work with me,' ^40 

Wiil get &ir anstveri if the work and Iwe, 

Being good them-selves. ire good for her — the beat 

■^he was bom for. Women of a softer mood. 

Surprised by men when scarcely awake to life, 

Wil) somcdmes only hear the first word, lovCr 

And catch up wl'h it any kind of wort, 

IndilTereiii, so thai dear love go with it. 

1 do not blame suih women, though, for love. 

They pick much oakum ; earth's fanatics make 449 

Too fre<iiiently htJve:i's saints. But me your work 

Is nut the best for, — nor your love the best. 

Nor able to comnwnd the kind of worit 

For love's sake merely. Ah, you force me, sir. 

To be overbold in speaking afinyscif : 
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I too have my vocation, — work to do. 

The heaveni and earth have set me since I changed 

My lather's face for theirs, and, though you." world 

Were twice as wretched as you represent. 

Most serious work, most necesiary work 

As any of the economists'. Reform, 41 

Make trade a Christian posubility. 

And individual right no general wrong ; 

Wipe out earth's furrows of the Thine and Mine, 

And leave one green for men to fAty at bowls. 

With innings for them all ! . , . What then, indee 

ir mortals are not greater by the head 

Than any of their prosperities f what then, 

Unless the artist keep up open roads 

Betwi::! the seen and unseen, — bursting through 

The best of your convendons mth his best, 4; 

The speaLtHe, imaginable best 

God bids liim speak, to prove whit lies beyood 

Both jpcci-li and imagination ! A starved man 

Exceeds a fit beast ; we'll not barter, m. 

The beautiful for barley, — And, even so, 

I hold you will not compass your poor ends 

Of barley-feeding snd material ease. 

Without a poet's individualism 

To »nr|i your universal. It takes a soul, 

-f a body : it takes a high-soutcd man, 4I 
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Perhaps I am not worthv, as v. 
Of work lite thii : f«rthapi a w 
Aspires, and nut crcjici : yet v 
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And yet I'll try out your perhapscs, sir, _ 

And tf i (ail . , , why, burn inc up my stnw 499 J^- 

Lite other false vrorks — I'll not ask for gnce ; 

Your (com is better, cousin Romney. I 

Who love my art, would ne*cr with it lower 

To mil my icature. I m«y love my af. 

You'll grant ihai even » woman may love «rt. 

Seeing that to wa.'te true love on anything 

I» womanly, past question.'* 

I retain 
The very last word which I said that dajr, • 
As you the creaking of the door, years past. 
Which let upon you such disabling news 50O 1 

You ever after have be-rn graver. He, 
Hi» eyes, the minions in his silent mouth. 
Were fiery points on which my words were caught. 
Transfixed for ever in my memory 
For his sake, not their own. And yet I know 
I did not love him ... nor he me .. . tlfat't i 

And whit I said is imrepcnted of. 

As truth is always. Yet ... a princely man I - 

]f hard to me, heroic for himself! 

He bears down on me through the slanting ^eir*, {10 

The iironger for the distance. If he had loved, 
.\y, Invccf nie, w'-.h thit reiribjtiic face, . . . 
I ni'ght have been a eumnion woman now 
And happier, less known and less left alone. 
Perhaps a bttier woman after all. 
With chubby chilJren hanging on my neck 
To keep me low and wise. Ah me, the vinei 
That bear such fruit are proud to stoop vvith it. 
The palm stands upright in ■ realm of sand. 
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And I, who ipokc the truth then, ttand apri^t. 511 

Still worthy of having spoken out the truth. 

By being content I spoke it though it set 

Him there, me here. ■ — O woman's rile remone. 

To hanker after a'mcre name, a show, 

A supposition, a potential love ! 

Does every man who names love in our live* 

Become a p-jwer for that ? is love's true thing 

So much best to us, that what personates love 

Is nejtt best i A potential love, forsooth ! 

I'm not so vile. No, no — he cleaves, I ihiak, Jj* 

This man, this image, — chiefly for the tvroag 

And shock he gave my life, in finding me 

Precisely where the devil of my youth 

Had set me, on those mountain -peaks of hope 

All glittering with the dawn-dew, all erect 

And famished for the noon, — exclaiming, while 

I looked for empire and much tribi.te, " Come, 

I have some ivorthy work for thee be!o«. 

Come, sweep my bams and keep my hoipttali. 

And I will p.ny thee with a currerst coin {^ 

Which men give women." 

At we spoke, the pmn 
Was trod in hasie beside us and my aunt. 
With smi!e diitoned by the sun, — face, voice 
As much at i"je wiih the lummer-dav 
Asi;v^^!-r..,l;:.,ir;j:r ,.,.: ■ M -.-,. 
B:.-.lr in -v-h ■• !< ■■.-,. ] r-: '— Mx (^'IJ, euirea: 
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Your hrolhcr'. daughter has dismissed me here j 
And all my answer can be bcncr saij 
Bensaih ihe ireei, than wrong by luch ■ word 
Your houte'i hospitBliliei. Farewell." 

With that he vaniihcd. I could hear hii heel 
Ring bluntly in the lane, as down he leapr 
The ihon way from ui. — Then a measured speech 
Withdrew me. " What means this, Aurora Leigh ? 
My brother's daughter has dionissed my gue»t» } " 

The lion in me felt the keeper's voice j6i 

TTirough all its quivering denlaps ; I nas qoelied 
Before her, — meekeneJ to the child she knew : 
I prayed her pardon, said " I had Httle thought 
To give dismissal to a guest of hers. 
In letting go a friend of mine who came 
To take me into jeoice as a wife, — ^ 
No more than that, indeed." 

" No more, no more ? 
Pray Heaven," she answered, "that I was not mad. 
I could not mean :o lell her t.) her 6ce 570 

That Romney Leigh had asked me Tor ■ wfc. 
And I refilled him ? ■■ 

•• Did he ask / ■• I sdj; 
" I think he ruther stooped to take me up 
For cenain uses ivhich he found to do 
For something called a ivife. He nerer asked." 

"What stuff!" she answered i "we ihey qoeau, 

these girls t 
They must have mantles, stitched with twenty sillts. 
Spread out upon the ground, belbr« they'll step 
One footstep for the noblest lover bom." 
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" But I am horn," I said with firmnci*. " I, 5 

To walk another way than his, dear aunt." 

" You walk, you walk I A babe at thirteen month 
Will walk as well as you,*' she cried in haste, 
" Without ■ steadying finger. Why, you child, 
God help you, you are groping in the dirk. 
For all this sunlight. You suppose, perhapi. 
That you, sole offspring of an opulent man. 
Are rich and free to choose a way to walk? 
You think, and it's a reasonable thought. 
That I, beside, being well to do in life, 5< 

Will ieive my handful in my niece's hand 
When death shall paralyse these fingers ? Pnjf. 
Priy, child, albeit I know you love me not. 
At if you loved me, that I may not die ! 
For when I die and leave you, out you go 
(Unless I make room for you in my grave). 
Unhoused, unfed, my dear poor brother'! Iamb 
(Ah heaven ! — that pains ! ) — without ■ r%kt 

crop 
A single blade of grass beneath these trees. 
Or cast a lamb's small shadow on the lawn, 6 

Unfed, unfolded t Ah, my brother, here'i 
The fruit you planted in your foreign love* ! — 
Ay, there's the fruit he planted ! ne*er look 
Astonished at me with your mother's eyci. 
For it was they who set you where you are. 
An undowered orphan. Child, your fittker't cheaa 
Of that saia mother disinherited 
Hi* daughter, his and hers. Men do not think 
Of «oni and diughten, when they GtD in love. 
So much more than of suters ; otherwiie 6 

He would hare puued to ponder what be £d. 
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And ihnink beTore that d>UK in the enttil 
Excluding offspring by ■ foreign wife 
(The clause set up ■ hundred yean ago 
By ■ Leigh who wedded t. French dtndng-giri 
And had hii heart danced over in return) ; 
But this man shrank at nothing, never Uiou(^t 
Of you, Aurora, any more than me — 
Your mother must have been a pretty thing. 
For all the coarse Icaliin black) and browat. 
To make a good man, which my brother wai, 
Unchary of the dudes to hii houae ; 
But so it fell indeed. Our couun Vane, 
Vane Leigh, the father of this Romney, wrote 
Directly on your birch, to Italy, 
' I ask your baby daughter for my son. 
In whom the entail now merges by the law. 
Betroth her to us out of love, instead 
Of colder reasoni, and she shall not lose 
By love or law from henceforth ' — »o he wrote ; 
A generous cousin was my cousin Vane. 
Remember how he drew you to his knee 
The year you came here, just before he died. 
And hollowed out his hands to hold your cheeka. 
And wished them redder, — you remember Vine. 
And now his son, who represents our house. 
And holds the fiefs and manon in his place. 
To whom reverts my pittance when I die 
(Except a few books and a pair of shawls). 
The boy is generous lite him, and prepared 
To carry out his kindest word and thought 
To you, Aurora. Yes. a fine young man 
la Romney Leigh i although the aou of youth 
Hu iboDC too amight npoa hia fanin, I know, 
Aitd ftrcnd him wkb dream trf" doing good 
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— To good-lbr-nothing people. But a wife 
Will put all right, and stroke his temples cool 
With healthy touches." . . . 

I broke m at that. 
I could not lift my heavy heart to breathe 
Till then, but then I raised it, and it fell 6$o 

In broken words like these— "No need to wait: 
The dream of doing good to . . , me, at leaai. 
Is ended, without waiting for a wife 
To cool the fever for him. We've escaped 
That danger, — thank Heaven for it." 

"You," ahe cried, 
" Have got a fever. What, I talk and talk 
An hour long to you, — I instruct you how 
You cannot eat or drink or stand or ut 
' — Or even die, like any decent wretch 

In all this unroofed and unfurnished world, 660 

Without your cousin, — and you still maintain 
There's room 'twixt him and you for ffircing &ns 
And running knots in eyebrows ? You must have 
A pattern lover sighing on his knee ? 
You do not count enough, a noble heart 
(Above book-patterns) which this very mom 
Unclosed itself in two dear father** names 
To embrace your orphaned life ? Fie, fie ! But stay, 
I write a word, and counteract this sin." 

She would have turned to leave me, but I clung. 670 

" O sweet my father's uster, hear my word 

Before you write youn. Cousin Vane did well. 

And cousin Rtxnney wcU, — and I well too, , 

In casting back with all my atrength and vrill 

The good they meant me. O my God, my God ! 

God n>eu» me good, too. when He hindeKd me 
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From siying 'yet ' this morning. If you write 

A word, it (hall be 'no.' I say no, no ! 

I tie up ' no ' upon His aliar-horns. 

Quite out of reach of perjur)- ! At least 68o 

My lOul ii not a pauper ; I can live 

At least my soul's life, without alms from men t 

And if it mujt be in heaven instead of earth. 

Let heaven look to it, — i am not afraid." 

She seiicd my hands w-iih both hers, strained. them fan. 

And drew her probing and unscnipnlouj eyes 

Right through me, body and heart, " Vet, fooUih 

You love this man. I've watched you when he came. 
And when he went, and when we've talked of him: 
I am not old for nothing ; I can lell 69O 

The weather-signs of love : you love this man." 



Girls blush sometimes because they are alive, 
Half wishing they tvere dead (o Mve the shame. 
The sudden blush devours them, neck and brow ; 
They have drawn too near the lire of life, like gnati. 
And flare up bodily, wings and all. What then t 
Who's sorrv for t gnat ... or girl f 

I bluihed. 
1 feci the brand upon my forehead n 



Strike hot. 
The felon' 
Of what they 
Irrational nati: 
That blush. 



deep, as guiltles 



, say, and scorn the mark 
e not. Most illogical 
of our womanhood, 
c way, feels another way. 
And prays, perhaps another ! After all. 
We cannot be the equal of the male 
Who rules kit blood a little. 



feel 
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For although 
I blushed indeed, as if I loved the man. 
And her inciuve tmile, accrediting 
That treason of ftlse tvitness in my blush. 
Did bow mc downward like a swathe of graai 7 
Below its level that struck me, — I attest 
The conscious jkiet and all their daily suns, 
I think 1 loved him not, — nor then, nor since. 
Nor ever. Do we love the schoolmaster. 
Being busy in the woods? much less, bdog poor, 
'^' r of the parish I Do we keep 

r debts with I 

White and cold 
As my blood recoiled 
imputed ignominy, 1 made 
My heart great with 11. Then, at last, I spoke, 7 
Spoke veritable words but passionate. 
Too passionate perhaps . . . ground up wjih iofaa 
To shapclc^i endings. She let fall my hands 
And took her smile off, in sedate di^gust, 
As pcradveivrure she had touched a snake,— 
A dead iniLe, mind ! — and, turning round, mlic 
" We'll leave Italian manners, if you pleuc. 
I think you had an English father, child. 
And ought 10 find it poMJKe I"* speak 
cR.fli.hFrl,. 7 



Th, 
Our loi 



1 grew n 



III i 



We'll ia«jz 
With that, s: 

I had a fiihe. . _ _., _. 
How long 11 seemed that 
Hovv far and safe. God 
When oate gone frum 1 



walk. 



long ago — 

nent. Oh, how fkr. 
ihou keep thy saintj 
We may call against 
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The lighted windoivs of thy fair June-lieavcn 
Where all the souls are happy, — and not one. 
Not even my TaEher, look from work or play 
To ask, " Who \s it that cries after us. 
Below there, in the dusk ? " Yet formerly 
He turned hii face upon me quick enough. 
If I laid '• Father," Now I might cry loud j 
The liiite lark reached higher with his song 
Than I with crying. Oh, alone, alone, — 
Not troubling any in heaven, nor any on eanh, 
I stood there in the garden, and looked up 
The deaf blue sky that brings the roses out 
On such June mornings. 

You who keep account 750 
or crisis and transition in ihi« life. 
Sci down the first time Nature fays plain "no" 
To some " yet " in you, and walks over you 
In gorgeous sweeps of scorn. We ill begin 
By singing with the birds ind running ^st 
With June-days, hand in hand : but onc«, fnr-M, 
The birds must sing against us, and the sun 
Strike down upon us hke a friend's sword caught 
■ By an enemy to slay us, while we read 
The dear name on the blade which bites at ui ! — 760 
That's bitter and coniincing : after ihit. 
We seldom doubt thut something in the large 
Smooth order of creation, though no more 
Than haply a man's footstep, has gone wrong. 
Some tears fe!i down my cheeks, and then I siniled, 

ho : 

-■y Leigh ; ...n-g was si 

1 looked at mc most gently w 
lu .i«,ken of my favourite books, _jr 
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Wi,h fuch a voice ! Well. v.,ice and look were n 

More utterly shut out from me I felt. 

Than even my father's. Romney now was turned 

To ■ benefactor, to a geoeroui man. 

Who had tied himself 10 marry . . . me, liutead 

or such a woman, with lovr timorous lidi 

He lifted with a ludden word one day, 

And leit, perhaps, for my uke. — Ah, idf-iied 

By a contract, male Iphigenia bound 

At a fatal Aulii for the winds to change 7 

(But loose him, they'll not change), he wcU mi] 

A little cold and dominant in love ! 

He had a right to be dogmatical. 

This poor, good Romney. Love, to htm, was mi 

A simple law-clause. If! married him. 

I should not dare to call my soul my own 

Which so he had bought and paid for : every thou] 

And every hean-beat down there in the bill ; 

Not one found honestly deductible 

From any use that pleased him ! He nughi cut 7 

My body into coins to give away 

Among hi) other paupcn ; change my son*. 

While I stood dumb as Griseld, for black babe* 

Or piteous foundlings ; might unquestioned act 

My right hand teaching in the Ragged Schools, 

My left hand washing in the Public Bath*, 

What time my angel of the Ideal stretched 

Both his to me in vain. I could not claim 

The poor right of a mouse in a trap, to tqneal. 

And take so much «s pity from mytdf. 8 

Farewell, good Romney ! if I loved you crcn 
I could but ill tfibrd to tei you be 
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So generous to me. Farewell, friend, since rriend 

Beltvixt us iwo, forsootli, must be a wurd 

So heavily overliden. And, since help 

Musi come to me from those who love me not. 

Farewell, all helpers — I must help myself. 

And am atone from henceforth, — Then 1 stooped 

And lifted the soiled garland from the earth. 

And set it on my head ai bitterly 810 

At when ilie Spanish monarch crowned ihe bones 

Of his dead love. So be it. I preserve 

That crown sdll, — in the drawer there t iwm the 

first. 
The rest are like ii ; — iliosc Olympian crowns. 
We tun for, till we lose sight of the sun 
In the dust of the racing chariots ! 

After that, 
Before the evening fell, I had a note. 
Which ran, — *• Aurora, sweet Chaldean, you read 
My meaning backward like vour eastern hooka. 
While 1 am from ilie west, dear. Read me now Sao 
A little plainer. Did you haic me quite 
But yesterday f I loved you for my pan ; 
I love you. If I spoke umcndcrly 
This morning, my beloved, pardon it ; 
And comprehend me that I loved jou so 
I set you on the level of my soul, 
And ovcrwashed you with the biitcr brine 
Of some habitual thoughii. Henceforth, my flower. 
Be planted out of reach of any such, 819 
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I wrote in answer — " We Chaldeans discern 

Still farther than we read. I know your heart. 

And shut it like the holy book it is. 

Reserved for mild-eyed taints to pore upon 

Betwixt thdr prayers at vesper*. Well, jron're ngl 

I did not surely hate you yesterday ; 8. 

And yet I do not love you enough to-day 

To wed you, cousin Romney. Take thit word, 

And let it stop you as ■ generous man 

From speaking farther. You may tease, indeed. 

And blow about my feelings, or my leaves. 

And here's my aunt will help you whh east wind* 

And break a stalk, perhaps, tormenting me ; 

But certain Rowers grow near as deep as trees. 

And, cousin, you'll not move my root, not you, 81 

With all your confluent storms. Then let me grow 

Within my wayside hedge, and pass your way ! 

This dower has never as much to ny to you 

As the antitjue tcrob which said to travcUen, ' Paui 

< Siste, viator.' " Ending thus, I sighed. 

The next week passed in silence, so the next. 

And several after : Romney did not come 

Nor my aunt chide mc. I lived on and 00, 

As if my heart were kept beneath a glass. 

And everybody stood, all eyes and ears. 

To see and hear it tick. I could not sit, 8< 

Nor walk, nor take a book, nor lay it down. 

Nor sew on steadily, nor drop a stitch. 

And a sigh with it, but I felt her looks 

Still cleaving to me, like the sucking asp 

To Cleopatra's breast, persistently 

Through the intermittent paniingi. Being obMrrei 

When obeervatioa u not sympathy. 
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I» just being tortured. If she said « word, 

A "thank you," or an "if it please you, dear," 

She meant a commination, or, at best, 870 

An exorcism against the devildom 

Which plainly held me. So wiih all ihe house. 

Susannah could not stand and twisi my hair 

Without >uch glancing at the looking-glass 

To sec my face there, that she missed the plait. 

And John, — I never sent my plate for soup. 

Or did not send ii, but the foolish John 

Resolved the problem, 'twixt his napkined thumbs, 

Of what was signified by taking soup 879 

Or choosing mackerel. Neigliboura who dropped in 

On morning viats, feeling a joint wrong. 

Smiled admonition, MI uneasily. 

And talked, with measured, emphasised reserve, 

or parish news, like doctors to the sick, 

When not called in. — as if. iviih leave to speak. 

They might say something. Nay, the very dog 

Would watch me from his sun-patch on the floor. 

In alternation with the large blick fly 

Not yet in reach of snapping. So I lived. 

A Roman died so ; smeared with honey, teased B90 
By insects, stared 10 torture by (he moon ; 
And many patient souls "ncslli English roofi 
Have died like Romans. 1. in looking back. 
Wish only, now. I had borne the plague of all 
With meeker spirits than were rife ai Rome. 

For, on the sixth week, the dead sea broke up. 
Dashed suddenly through beneath the heel of Him 
Who stands upon the se* and earth and swears 
Tune shall be nevermore. The dock stnick nine 
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That morning too, —no lark was out of tune, 9c 

The hidden farms among the hills breathed straight 

Their smoke toward heaven, the lime-tree scarcei 

siirnrd 
Beneath the blue weight of the cloudless sky. 
Though still the July air came floating through 
The woodbine at my window, in and out. 
With louthes of the out-door country news 
For a bending forehead. There I lat, and wished 
That mo ruing -truce of God would last till ere. 
Or longer. "Sleep," I thought, "late sleepen, - 

sleep, 
And spare me yei the burden of your eyes." 91 

Then, suidcnly, ■ single ghastly shriek 

Tore upward from the bottom of the house. 

Like one who wakens in a grave and shrieka. 

The still house seemed to shriek itself alive. 

And shudder through its passages and ttain 

With slam of doors and clash of bells. — I sprang, 

I stood up in the middle of the rcx>m. 

And there confronted at my chamber-door 

A white face, — shivering, inelfectual lips. 91 

"' Come, come," thcv tried 10 utter, and I went : 
As If a ghost had drawn me at the p',ini 
Of a licry finger iliroiifh ilic uneven dark. 
I went ivi^h reeling lijoiiicjis down the stair. 
Nor asked i qacstion. 

There she :.>l. mv aunt, — 



For thit night's sleeping, yet slept ncll. My God, 
The dumb derision of that grey, peaked face 
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Concliicied some thing grave against the sun. 

Which filled the chamber wiih its July bam 930 

^^'hen Susan drew ihe cunaini ignonnt 

Of who tat opea-tyed behind her. There 

She ut . . . it ut . . . we Mid " the " jcMcr- 

day ... 
And held ■ letter with unbroken «ca1 
At Susan give it to her hand last night : 
All night she had held it. Jfiti news referred 
To dachici or lo dunghills, not an inch 
She'd budge, *t\vM obvious, for such wonhlen odd* : 
Nor, though the stars were tuns and overburacd 
Their iphcnc ItmiiatJons, swallowing up 940 

Like wax the azure spaces, could they force 
Those open eyes to wint once. What !■*( wght 
Had left (hem blank and Hat to, — drawing oul 
The faculty of vision from the roots, 
A* nothing more, worth seeing, remained behind ? 

Were those the eves (hat watched me, worried mc ? 
That dogged me up and down the houri omd dayi, 
A beaten, brcaihlcis, miserable soul > 
And did 1 pray, a half-hour back, but so, 949 

To escape the burden of those eyes . . . those c»ei? - 
••Sleep lite" I said f — 

Why, now, indeed, they sleep. 
God anstven sharp and sudden on some pra/en. 
And thrusts the thing we have prayed for in our bee, 
A gauntlet with a gift in't. Every wish 
Is like a prayer, with God. 

I bad my vnih. 
To read and meditate the thing I wotdd. 
To fashion all my lifi; upon my thought. 
And marry or not ntarry. Henceforth nona 
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Could disapprove me, vex mc, hauiper me. 
Full gruunj-toom, in this desert nenly made, 9^ 

For Babylon or Baalbec, — when the breath. 
Now choked with and, renuiis for building mnu. 

The heir came orer on the fiinenl day, 

And we two ctMuiiu met before the dead. 

With two pale &cca. Was it death or Gle 

Tlui moved us ? When the will wai itad aad don 

The official gueiti and wiinetses withdrawn. 

We rose up in a silence almost hard. 

And looked at one another. Then I said, 

" Farewell, my cousin. " 

But he touched, just touched 97 
My hautrings, tied lor going (at the door 
The carriage stood to take me), and said low. 
His voice a tittle unsteady through hit smile, 
"State, riator." 

•• It there time," I aiked, 
■• In these last days of nilroadi, 10 stop than 
Like Cxsar'i chariot (weighing half a ion) 
On the Appan road, for morals .'" 

••There b time,' 
He answered grave, "* fur necessary wordi. 
Inclusive, truit me, of no epi:aph 
On man or an. my cuuiin. We have read 9S 

A will, which givet yoj al! the pcrwnal goods 
And funded munevi ofvour aLflt." 

•■ I thank 
Her memor}' fur it. WiJn three hundred pouisda 
We buy, in England even, clear tianding-room 
To stand and work in. Only two hours since, 
I frnded I wat poor." 

'• And. cnuin, KiU 
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With brjsinesi and a c 
•• And both, I fear, n 
The other sum (there 
Unspeciiied ir 



You're richer (Han yon fancy. The will tiyt, 

Ttrff hu'iJrtii founiii, unJ any clbrr mm 

or tahitb ibe said Itualrix ditt pasusnd, 

J My »hc died poMesicd of oiher mmfl," 990 

" Dear Romney, need we chronicle the pence ? 

I'm richer ihm I thought — ihat'i evident. 

Enough to." 

n rather. You've to do 

juiin,'' he resumed, 

:ed patience. Here's the fict. 

W which datei ' 
After possession, yet bequeathed as much 
And clearly as those laid three hundred poundi) 
7 Is thirty thousaitd. You will have it paid tooo 

When } . . . where ? My duty troubles you with 

He struct the iron when the bar was hot ; 
No wonder if my eyes sent out some sparkl. 
" Pause there ! I thank you. You are deiicaie 
In globing gifts ; — but I, who share vour Uood, 
Am rather made for giving, like yourself, 
Than taking, like your pensioners. Farewell," 

He stopped me with a gesture of calm pride. 
*' A Leigh," he said, " gives largesse and gives love. 
But gloses never : if a Leigh could glose. 1010 

_ He would not do it, moreover, to a Leigh, 
I With blood trained up along nine centuries 
■ To hound and hate a lie from eyes like yours. 
I And now we'll make the rest as clear : your aunt 
^ Poucned thcic money*." 

" You will m; it clear. 
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My couun, as the honour of us both. 
Or one of us speaks vainly ! that's not I. 
My aunt possessed this sum, — inherited 
From whom, and when ? bring documents, 
dates." 

" Why now indeed you throw your bonnet off 
As if you had time left for a logarithm ! 
The faith's the want. Dear cousin, give me ( 
And you shall walk this road with ulken shoes. 
As clean as any lady of our house 
Supposed the proudest. Oh, I comprehend 
The whole poution from your point of sight. 
I oust you from your father's halls and lands 
And make you poor by getting rich — ~ (hat's la 
Considering which, in common circumiunce. 
You would not scruple to accept from me 
Some compensation, some sufficiency 
Of income — <- that were justice ; but, alas, 
I love you, — that's mere nature ; you reject 
My tove, — that's nature alio ; and at once. 
You cannot, from a suitor disallowed, 
A hand thrown back as mine is, into yours 
Receive a doit, a farthing, — not for the world 
Thai's woman's etiquette, and obviously 
Exceeds the claim of nature, law, and right. 
Unanswerable to all. I grant, you see. 
The case as you conceive it, — leave you room 
To sweep your ample skirts of womanhood. 
While, standing humbly squeezed againji the v 
I own myself excluded from being jmt. 
Restrained iWm piving indubiiiHc detiti. 
Because denied from giving you my soul. 
That's tay misfortune ! — I submi' ■- 



AURORA LEIGH. 

A» if, 'n lome more reasonable »ge, 

'Twould noi be l«i inevitable. Enough. 

You'll tniit me, cousin, ■> « gemlcinan, loj 

To keep your honour, » you count it, pure, 

Vour scruplo (ju« a> if I thought them wiic) 

Safe and invioliie from gifii of mine." 

I answered tnild but earnest. " 1 believe 

In no one's honour which another l:eept, 

Nor man'i nor woman's. As I keep, myself. 

My truth ind my religion, I depute 

No iather, though I had one ihii side death, io{ 

Nor brother, though 1 had twenty, much less you, 

Though twice my cousin, and once Romney Lctgh, 

To keep my honour pure. Vour face, to-day, 

A man who want: instruction, mark me, not 

A tvoman who wants protection. As to ■ man. 

Show manhood, speak out plainly, be precise 

With facts and date*. My aunt inherited 



This 



, you » 



"I said she died 
or this, dear cousin." 

" Not by heritage. 
Thank you : we're getting to the lacis at last. 
Perhap* she played at commerce with a ship 
Which came in heavy with Australian gold } l< 
Or touched a lottery with her linger-end. 
Which tumbled on a sudden into her lap 
Some old Rhine tower or principality I 
Perhaps (he had to do with a marine 
Sub- transatlantic railroad, which pre-pars 
As well as pre-iupposcs ! or perhaps 
Some ttale anceiiral debt wai after-paid 
By a hundred yean, and took her by turprite 1 — 
Vou shake your head, my couiin i I •■■ — '" 



n 
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'• You need not guess, Aurora, nor deride : 
The truth is not afraid of hurting you. 
You'll lind no cause, in all your scruple*, N 
Your aunt should cavil at i deed of gift 
'Twiit her and me." 

"I thought to — ah 

" You naturally thought to," he resumed. 
" A very natural gift." 

• "A gift, a gift I 

Her individual liFe being stranded high 
Above all want, approaching opulence. 
Too haughty was she to accept a gift 
Without some ultimate aim : ah, ah, I tee, 
A gift intended plainly for her hein. 
And so accepted ... if accepted . . . i 
Indeed that might be ; I am snared perhapi 
Just to. But, cousin, shall I pardon you. 
If thus you have caught me with ■ cruel tpi 

He answered gently, " Need you tremble i 
Uke a netted lioness } n't my fault, mine. 
That you're a grand wild creature of the w< 
And hate the tuU built for you ? Any wa] 
Tliough triply netted, need you glare at mc 
I do not hold the cords of such a net t 
You're free from me, Aurora ! " 

" Now 1 
Deliver me from this strait ! This gift of 
Was tendered . . . when ? act cptcd . . . 

I a.kcj. 
•• A monih ... a hirmlphi tincc ■■ Sii 
■red ; In- » wuiJ she dtoppt 



Ikn. 
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When WM it i bring your d«tM." 

•• What m»(crt when r 
A hiilf-hour ere .lie A\ci\. or • lialf year. 
Secured the gift, maintjiitii llic heritage 1 1 lo 

Inviolable wiih law. Ai easy pluck 
Tlie goMen ttam from hciven'i embroidered itole 
To pin them on the grey side of this earth. 
At make you poor again, thank God." 

"Not poor 
Nor clean again from henceforth, you thank God i 
Well, sir — I ask you — I insist at need. — 
Vouchsafe the special dale, the special daie." 

" The day before her death-day," he replied, 
"The gift was in her hand*. We'll find that deed. 
And certify that date to you," 

Atone liae 

Who has climbed a mountain -height and carried up 
Hii own heart climbing, panting in his throat 
With the toil of tlie ascent, takes breath at last, 
LAoks back in iriuinph — so I stood and looked. 
" Dear cousin Romney, we have reached the top 
Of this steep question, and may rest, J ihink. 
But first, — I pray you pardon, that the shock 
And surge of natural feeling and event 
Has made me obiivious of acquainting you 1 1 19 

That ihis, this Iclr^r (dn.CjJ, m,.rl, siiU sealed). 
Was found enfolded in the poor dead hand : 
That spirit of hers had gone beyond the address. 
Which could not find her though you wrote it clew, — 
I know your writing, Romney, — recognise 
The open-hearted J, the liberal aweep 
Of the G. Now listen, — kt us undetstMid : 
Yoa will not find that famou* deed of gjfi. 
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Unlesi you nnd it in the letter here. 
Which, not being mine, I give you back. — 
To take the letter? well then — you and I, 
As writer and u heiress, open it 

Together, by your leave. Exactly lo: 

The words in which the noble ofTering't ini 

Arc nobler still, my cousin ', and, 1 own. 

The proudest and most delicate heart alive, 

Ksinned from the measure of the gift 

By such ■ grace ir^giving, might accept 

Your largesse without thinking any more 

Of the burthen of it, than King Solomon 

Considered, when he wore his holy ring 

Charactered over with the ineffable spell. 

How many carats of fine gold made up 

Its money -value : to, Leigh give* to Leigh ! 

Or rather, might have given, observe, — for that'a 

The point we come to. Here's a proof of gilt. 

But here's no proof, sir, of acceptancy. 

But, rather, disproof. Death's black duit, being Uom 

Infiltrated through every secret fold 

Of this sealed letter by a puff of fate. 

Dried up for ever the fresh-written ink. 

Annulled the gift, disutilized the grace. 

And left these fragments." 

At I 5poke, I 
The paper up am; d'lun, and d nvn and up 
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The good of beauty sung and taught by them» 1230 
While they respect your practical partial good 
As being a part of beauty's self. Adieu ! 
When God helps all the workers for His world. 
The singers shall have help of Him, not last.'* 

He smiled as men smile when they will not speak 

Because of something bitter in the thought ; 

And still I feel his melancholy eyes 

Look judgment on me. It is seven years since : 

I know not if 'twas pity or 'twas scorn 

Has made them so far-reaching : judge it ye 1 240 

Who have had to do with pity more than love 

And scorn than hatred. I am used, since then. 

To other ways, from equal men. But so. 

Even so, we let go hands, my cousin and I, 

And in between us rushed the torrent-worid 

To blanch our fiices like divided rocks. 

And bar for ever mutual sight and touch 

Except through swirl of spray and all that roar. 
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To-OAY thou girdest up thy loins thyself 
And goest where thou wouldest : presendy 
Others shall gird thee," said the Lord, " to go 
Where thou wouldst not." He spoke to Peter 

thus. 
To signify the death which he should die 
When crudfied head downward. 

If He spoke 

To Peter then. He speaks to us the same ; 
The word tiiita many difierent martyrdoms. 
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And sigiiifies a multiform of death. 

Although we scarcely die apostles, we. 

And have mislaid the keys of heaven and earth. 
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For 'tis not in mere death that men die most. 

And, aftei'our first girding of the loins 

In youth's fine linen and fair broidery 

To run up hill and meet the rising sun, . 

We are apt to sit tired, patient as a fool. 

While others gird us with the violent bands 

Of social figments, feints, and formalisms. 

Reversing our straight nature, lifting up 

Our base needs, keeping down our lofty thoughts, 20 

Head downward on the cross-sticks of the world* 

Yet He can pluck us from that shameful cross. 

God, set our feet low and our forehead high. 

And show us how a man was made to walk f 

Leave the lamp, Susan, and go up to bed. 

The room docs very well ; I have to write 

Beyond the stroke of midnight. Get away " 

Your steps, for ever buzzing in the room. 

Tease me like gnats. Ah, letters ! throw them down 

At once, as I must have them, to be sure, 30 

Whether I bid you never bring me such 

At such an hour, or bid you. No excuse ; 

You choose to bring them, as I choose perhaps 

To throw them in the fire. Now get to bed. 

And dream, if possible, I am not cross. 

Why what a pettish, petty thing I grow, — 
A mere mere woman, a mere flaccid nerve, 
A kerchief left out all night in the rain. 
Turned soft so, — overtasked and overstrained 
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And overliyed in this dose London life ! 
And yet I thoald be stronger. 

Never bom 
Your letters, poor Aurora ! for they stare 
With red seals from the table, sajring each, 
** Here's something that you know not." Out, alas, 
'Tis scarcely that the world's more good and wise 
Or e\'en straighter and more consequent 
Since yesterday at this time — yet, again. 
If but one angel spoke from Ararat 
I should be very sorry not to hear : 
So open all the letters ! let me read. 50 

Blanche Ord, the writer in the «« Lady's Fan," 
Requests my judgment on . • • that, afterwards. 
Kate Ward desires the model of my doak. 
And «gns « Elisha to you." Pringle Sharpe 
Presents his work on *<Sodal Conduct," craves 
A Utde money for his pressing debts . . . 
From me, who scarce have money for my needs ; 
Art's fiery chariot which we journey in 
Being apt to singe our singing>robes to holes. 
Although you ask me for my cloak, Kate Ward ! 60 
Here's Rudgely knows it, — editor and scribe ; 
He's *' forced to marry where his heart is not. 
Because the purse lacks where he lost his heart. 

Ah, lost it because no one picked it op ; 

Tliat's really loss, — (and passable impudence). 

My critic Hammond flatters prettily. 

And wants another volume like the last. 

My critic Bd^r wants another book 

Entifdy difierent, which will sell (and live ?), 

A striking book, yet not a startling book, 70 

The poblic blames originalities 

(Yoo m«c HOC pomp spring-water onawaret 
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Upon a gradoos poblic full of nerves) : 
Good things, not subtle, new yet orthodox. 
As easy reading as the dog-eared page 
That'^fingered by said public fifty years. 
Since first uught spdling by its grandmother. 
And yet a revdadon in some sort : 
That's hard, my critic Belfair. So — what next ? 
My critic Stokes objects to abstract thoughts ; 80 

•* Call a man John, a woman Joan," says he» 
** And do not prate so of htmMnities: " 
Whereat I call my critic simply, Stokes. 
My critic Jobson recommends more mirth 
Because a cheerful genius suits the times. 
And all true poets laugh unquenchably 
Lake Shakespeare and the gods. That's very hard. 
The gods may laugh, and Shakespeare ; Dante smiled 
With such a needy heart on two pale lips. 
We cry '« Weep rather, Dante." Poems arc 90 
Men, if true poems : and who dares exclaim 
At any man's door, ** Here, 'tis understood 
The thunder fell last week and killed a vrifc 
And scared a sickly husband — what of that ? 
Get up, be merry, shout and clap your hands. 
Because a cheerful genius suits the times — " ? 
None says so to the man, and why indeed 
Should any to the poem ? A ninth seal ; 
The apocalypse is drawing to a close. 
Ha, — this from Vincent Carrington, — «« Dc» 
fnend, «oo 

I want good counsel. Will you lend me wings 
To raise me to the subject, in a sketch 
rU bring to-morrow — nuy I ? at eleven ? 
A poet's only bom to turn to use : 
So save you ! for Uie worid . • • and Carrington*" 




'■ (Writ •fter.) Have you heard of Romney Leigh- 

Beyond whjt's said of him in ncivspapcrs. 

His phalansteries (here, his speeches here. 

His pamphlets, pleas, and statements, everywhere ? 

He dropped me long ago, but no one drops 1 1 

A golden apple — though indeed one day 

You hinted that, but jested. Weil, at least 

You \3\0\y Lord Howe who sees him . . . whom li 

And jrua see and I hate to see, — for Howe 

Standi high upon the brink of theories. 

Observes the sivimmcrs and cries • Very fine,' 

But keeps dry linen ctjually, — unlike 

That gallant brcastcr, Romney. Strange it is. 

Such sudden madness seizing a young man 

To make earth over again, — while I'm content 1 >i 

To make the pictures. Let me bring the sketch. 

A tiptoe Danae, overbold and hot. 

Both arms a-flame to meet her wishing Jove 

Halfway, and burn him faster down ; the face 

And breasts upturned and straining, the loose locks 

All glowing with the anticipated gold. 

Or here's another on the self-same theme. 

She lies here — flat upon her prison-floor. 

The long hair swathed abnut her to the heel 

Like wet seaweed. You dimly see her through 1 30 

The glittering haze of that prodigious rain. 

Hair blotted out of nature by a love 

As heavy as fate. I'll bring you cither sketch. 

I think, myself, the second indicates 

More passion." 

Surely. Self is put away. 
And calm with abdication. She is Jove, 
And no more Danae — greater thus. Perhaps 
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The painter symbolises unaware 

Two slates of the recipient artist-soul, 
tOne, forward, personal, wanting reverenc 

Because aspiring only. We'll be cilro, 
' And know that, when indeed our Jovci c< 

We all turn stiller than we have ever been 

Kind Vincent Carrington. I'll let him o 
He talks of Florence, — and may uy a w 
Of something as it chanced seven yean ag 
A hedgehog in the path, or a lame bird, 
In those green country walks, in that gooc 
When certainly I was so miserable . . . 
I seemed to have missed i blessing ever lii 

The music soars within the little lark. 
And the lark soars. It is not thus with n 
We di} not make our places with our straii 
Content, while they rise, to remain behini 
Alone on earth instead of so in heaven. 
No matter ; 1 bear on my broken tale. 

When Romney Leigh and I had parted th 

I t...a a chamber up three flighii of stairs 
Not ),ir fnim hcinp a> sleep ai sijinc ljrL> ■ 
And there. In a fcr;jin ho.,>c in Kcns^nj-t, 
Three yiMrs 1 livc.i and worU-J. Gc; k. 
In thi- world — 'ti. iliC ben yuu ge; at ai 
For GihI, in cursing, gives us bcllcr gilii 
Than men in benediction. God lays, •■ 
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Which snaps with a secret spring. Get work, get 

work ; 
Be sure 'tis better than what you work to get. 

Serene and unafraid of solitude, 169 

I worked the short days out, — and watched the sun 

On lurid moms or monstrous afternoons 

(Like some Druidic idol's fiery brass 

With ^xed unflickering outline of dead heat. 

From which the blood of wretches pent inside 

Seems oozing forth to incarnadine the air) 

Push out through fog with his dilated disk. 

And startle the slant roofs and chimney-pots 

With splashes of fierce colour. Or I saw 

Fog only, the great tawny weltering fog. 

Involve the passive city, strangle it 180 

Alive, and dnw it off into the void. 

Spires, bridges, streets, and squares, as if a sponge 

Had wiped out London, — or as noon and night 

Had clapped together and utterly struck out 

The intermediate dme, undoing themselves 

In the act. Your city poets see such things 

Not despicable. Mountains of the south. 

When drunk and mad with elemental wines 

They rend the seamless mist and stand up bare. 

Make fewer singers, haply. No one sings, 190 

Descending Sinai : on Parnassus mount 

You take a mule to climb and not a muse 

Except in fable and figure : forests chant 

Their anthems to themselves, and leave you dumb. 

But sit in London at the day's decline. 

And view the city perish in the mist 

like Pharaoh's armaments in the deep Red Sea, 

The chariocty honesnen, footmen, all the host. 



THIRD BOOK. 



8J 



Sucked down and choked to silence — then, surprised 

By a sudden sense of vision and of tune, 200 

You fef\ as conquerors though you did not fight. 

And you and Israel's other singing girls. 

Ay, Miriam with them, sing the song you choose. 

I worked with patience, which means almost power : 

I did some excellent things indifferendy. 

Some bad things excellendy. Both were praised. 

The latter loudest. And by such a dme 

That I myself had set them down as sins 

Scarce worth the price of sackcloth, week by week 

Arrived some letter through the sedulous post, 210 

Like these I've read, and yet dissimilar. 

With pretty maiden seals, — initials twined 

Of lilies, or a heart marked £mt/j 

(Convicdng Emily of being all heart) ; 

Or rarer tokens from young bachelors. 

Who wrote from college with the same goosequill. 

Suppose, they had just been plucked of, and a snatch 

From Horace, *• Collegisse juvat," set 

Upon the first page. Many a letter, signed 

Or unsigned, showing the writers at eighteen 220 

Had lived too long, although a muse should help 

Their dawn by holding candles, — compliments 

To smile or sigh at. Such could pass with me 

No more than coins from Moscow circulate 

At Paris : would ten roubles buy a ug 

Of ribbon on the boulevard, worth a sou ? 

I smiled that all this youth should love me, — n^ied 

That such a love could scarcely raise them up 

To love what was more worthy than myself; 

Then sighed again, again, less generously, 230 

To think the very love they lavish so 

Proved me inferior. The strong loved me noc. 
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And he ... my cousin Romney ... did not 

write. 
I felt the illctit linger of hi» scorn 
Prick every bubble of my IVtvolou* &me 
Ai my brciih blew it, and resolve it hack 
To the air ii came from. Oh, I juHified 
The meaiure he had uken of my height : 
The thing wai plain — he wai not wrong ■ line ; 
I played at art, mide thnisis with a loy-iivord, 140 
Amuicd the lads and maidens. 

Came i sigh 
Deep, hoarse with resolution, — I wodd work 
To better ends, or play in earnest. " Hcavem, 
] think I should be almost popular 
If this went on !" — I ripped my verses up, 
And found no blood upon the rapier's point ; 
The heart in them was just an embryo's heart 
Which never yei had beat, that 11 should die ; 
Just gasps of make-believe gahanic life ; 
Mere tones, inorganised to any tune. ijo 

And yet I felt it in me where it burnt, 

like those hot fire-seeds of creation held 

In Jove's clenched palm before the worlds were sown, — 

But I — I WM not Juno even ! my hand 

Wat shot in weak convulsion, woman's ill. 

And when I yearned 10 loose a fiiigcr — lo. 

The nerve revolted, 'Tis the same even now : 

This hand may never, hiply, open large. 
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My steps out ihrojgh the slow and difficult road. 

I had groivn distrustful of too forward Springs, 

The season's biii>t\ in drear significance 

Of morals, dropping round me. Llt-cty book* I 

The ash has livelier verdure than the yew ; 

And yet the ycw'i green tonpcr, and alone 

Pound worthy of the holy L'hrisima* time : 

We'll plant more yews if possible, albeit 371 

We plant the graveyards with them. 

Day and night 
I worked my rhythmic thought, and furrowed up 
Both watch and slumber with long lines of life 
Which did not suit their season. The rose fell 
Prom either cheek, my eyet globed luminous 
Through orbits of blue shadow, and my pulse 
Would shudder along the purple-veined wrist 
Like a shot bird. Youth's stern, set face to face 
With youth's ideal : and when people came a?! 

And said "You work too much, you are looking ill,' 
I smiled for pity of them who pitied me, 
Aud thought I should be better soon pcrhapa 
For those ill looks. Observe — " I," RieaAs io ycntl 
just /, the conscious and eternal soul 
With all its ends, and not the outside life. 
The parcel-man, the doublet of the fiesh. 
The so much liver, lung, integument. 
Which make the sum of" I" hereafter when 
Worid-talkers talk of doing well or ill. 
/ prosper if I gain a step, although 390 

A nail then pierced my foot : although my bnin 
Embracing any truth froze paralysed, 
/ prosper : I but change my instrument ; 
I bremk the spade off, Egging deep for gold. 
And ouch the mattock up. 
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I worked on, on. 
Through all the bri^iling fence ofnigjus anil dtyt 
Which hedges lime in from the etcmitiej, 
I itniggled. — never stopped to note the tiikw 
Which hurt me in my course. The midntghl ml 
Would stink somciimej; there c»mc some vulgir 
needs : joo 

I had to live th«t therefore I might work. 
And. being but poor, I was constrained, for life. 
To work with one hand for the booktellcrs 
While working with ihc other for myself 
And art : you swim with feet as well u handi. 
Or mate small way, I apprehended this, — 
In England no one lives by verw that lives ; 
And, apprehending, I resolved by prose 
To make a space to sphere my living verse. 
I wrote for cyclopedias, magazines, jio 

And weekly papers, holding up my name 
To keep it from the mud. I learnt the use 
Of the editorial " we " in a review 
As courtly ladies the Jine trick, of trains. 
And swept it grandly through the open doon 
As if one could not pass through doors at all 
Save so encumbered. I wrote tales beside, 
Can-ed many an article on cherry-stones 
To siiii light rcjders, — something in the lines 
Revealing, it was siiJ, (he mallct-hand, 310 

But that, I'll never vouch tor : what you do 
For bread will taste of common grain, not grapes. 
Although you have a vineyard in Champagne ; 
Much less in Nephelococcygta 
As mine was, pertd venture. 

Having bread 
For just so many days, just breath ing-rooro 
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'OU lvc,r your bin- ^ ""■ A, I ■ 

mm?'' 
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Good,' 
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<,! AURORA LEIGH. 

At holjf Mary's ihrine and never blush [ 
Because the sainis are so far oif, wc lose 
. All modesiy before them. Thus, to-day. +ao 

'Ta I, love Romncy Leigh." 

" Forbear," I cried. 
"If here's no Muse, still less is any saint ; 
Nor even a friend, that Lady Waldcmar 
Should malie cocfessions " . . . 

"That's unkindly said: 
If no friend, what forbids to make a friend 
To join to our confession ere we have done t 
I love your cousin. If it seems unwise 
To say so, it's still foolishcr (we're frank) 
To feel so. My first husband left me young, 4,«9 
And pretty enough, so please you, and rich enough, 
To keep my booth in Mayfair with the rest 
To happy issues. There are marquises 
Would serve seven years to call me wife, I know. 
And, after seven, I might consider ii. 
For there's some comfon in a marqiji.saie 
When all's said, — yes. but after the seven years ; 
1, now, love Romney, You pot up your lip. 
So like a Leigh ! so like iiim ! — Pardon me. 
I'm well aware I do not derogate 
In loving Romney Leigh. The name is good, 44O 
The means ate excellent, but the man, the man ~ 
Heaven help us both, — I am near as mad as he, 
In loving such an one.' 

She slowly swung 



e not, without itru^.., a™™ ro tUa. 
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] (ook a master in (he German tongue, 

I gamed a lidlc, went to Paris twice j 

Bui, after all, this love ! . . . you eat of lore, ^Ji 

And do as vile 1 thing as if you ate 

Of garlic — which, whatever else you eat. 

Tastes uniformly acrid, till your peach 

Reminds you of your oiuon. Am I coarse I 

Well, love's coarse, nature's coarse — ah, there's th< 

We fair line ladies, who park out our lives. 

From common shcep-paihi, cannot help the crow* 

Prom flying over, — we're as natural still 

As Blowsalinda. Drape us perfectly 

In Lyons velvet, — we are not, for that, 4^ 

Lay-figures, look you : we have hearts within. 

Warm, live, improvident, indecent hearts. 

As ready for outrageous ends and acts 

As any distressed scmpstrcii of them all 

That Romney groani and toih for. We catch love. 

And other fevers, in the vulgar way : 

Love will not be outwi.ted by our wit. 

Nor outrun by our equipages : — mine 

Persisted, spite of eForts. All my cards 465 

Turned up but Romney Leigh ; my German noppeti 

At germane Weriherism j my Paris round* 

Returned me from the Champs Elyieci just 

A ghost, and sighing like Dido's. I came home 

Uncured, — convicted rather to myself 

Of being in love ... in love ! That's eoaiM, jraa'l 

say, 
I'm talking garlic. ' 

Coldly 1 replied : 
" Apologise for atheism, not love t 
For me, I do believe in lore, and God. 
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I know my cousin : Lady Waldemar 

I know Hoi : jct I i»y as mucli as ih'u, — 480 

Whoever loves him. let her not eieuic -• 

But cleanse heneir, chat, loving such a man. 

She may not do it wiih iiich unworthy love 

He cannot sloop and take it." 

" That it laid 
Austerely, liiie t youthful prophctes). 
Who knits her hrowt across her pretty eyes 

To keep them back from following the grey flight 
Of doves bet^veen the temple-columns. Dear, 

Be kinder with me j let us two be friends. 

I'm a mere woman, — the more weak perhaps 49O » 

Through being so proud ; you're better ; as for him. 

He's best. Indeed he builds his goodnes* up 

So high, it topples down to the other side 

And makes a sort of badness ; there's the wont 

I have to say against your cousin's best 1 

And so be mild, Aurora, with my worst 

For his sake, if not mine." 

■• I own myself 

Incredulous of coniidence like this 

Availing him or you." 

" And I. mpelf. 

Of being worthy of him with any love : (OO 

In your sense 1 am not so — let it pas*. 

And yet 1 save him if I marry him ; 

Let that pass too," 

■• Pass, pass ! we play police 



rmr. I, lor «mC*' 



THIRD BOOK 

" 'Tis somewhat rashly said," she answered slow ; 
•■ Now let's talk reason, though we talk of lore. J 
Your cousin Romney Leigh's a monster ; there, 
'The word's out fairly, let me prove the fact. 
We'll take, My, that most perfect of tndcaei 
They rail the Genius of the Vatican 
(Which teems too beauteous to endure ilielf 
In this mixed world), and fasten it for once 
Upon the torso of the Dancing Faun 
(Who might limp surely, if he did not dance )« 
Instead of Buonarroti's mask ; what then ? 
We thow the sort of monster Romney it, Ji 

With godlike virtues and heroic aimi 
Subjoined to limping possibilities 
Of mismadc human nature. Grant the man 
Twice godlike, twice heroic, — toll he limptt 
And here'i the point we come 10." 

" Pardon mc. 
But, Lady Waldemar, the pnint'i the thing 
We never come to." 

At need ! I like you " — (there, the took mrhuid 

<■ And now, my lionett, help Andr<>clet, 

For all your roaring. Help me ! for myself f 

I would not tay so — but for him. He Umpa 

So certainly, he'll fall into the pit 

A week hence, — to I lose him — »o he is lost ! 

For when he's fairly married, he > L<igh, 

To 1 girl of doubtful life, undoubtful birth. 

Starved out in London lUl her coane-graincd handt 

Are whiter than her morals, — vna you 

Mar call hit choice imworthr." 

' "Married! leal 

He . . . Romney !" 
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"^h, you're maveil si lut," *h« gaid. 
" These monsters, set out in ihc open lun, $40 

Of course throw monstrous shadows ; those who 

think 
Awry, will scarce act straightly. Who hut he i 
And who but vou can wonder ? He ha5 been mad. 
The whole world knows, since first, a nominal man. 
He soured the proctora, tried the gownsmen's wiM, 
With equal scorn of triingles and wine. 
And took no honours, yet was honourable. 
They'll tell you he lost count of Homer'i ships 
In Melbourne's poor -bills, Ajhlcy's factory bills, — 
Ignored the Aspasia we all dare to praise, (JO 

For other women, dear, ^ve could not name 
Because we're decent. Well, he had some right 
On his side probably ; men always have 
Who go absurdly ivrong. The living boor 
Who brews your ale exceeds in vital worth 
Dead Cicsar who ' slops bungholes ' in the cask j 
And also, to do good is excellent. 
For penons of his income, even 10 boors : 
I sympathise with all such things. But he 
Went mad upon them . . ■ madder and mc 
From college times to these, — as, going down hill. 
The faster siill, the farther. You must know 
Your Leigh bv heart : he has sown his black young 



e mad 






nillio 



With bleaching cares of half a 

Already. If you do not starve, or sin. 

You're nothing to him : pay the income-tax 

And break your heart upon't, he'll scarce be touched ( 

But come upon the parish, qualiiied 

For ihc pwish stocks, and Romney will be there 

To call you brother, sitter, or perhaps 57° 
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A tenderer name still. Had I any chance 
With Micier Leigh, who am Lady Waldcmar 
And never commiiicd felony i " 

'• You speak 
Too bitterly," I said, '< for the literal truth." 

" The truth is bitter. Here's a man who look* 

For ever tin the ground ! you must be low. 

Or else a pictured ceiling overhead. 

Good pai.niing thrown away. For me, I've done 

What women may — we're somewhat limited, 

We modest women — but I've done my beit. jSc 

— How men arc perjured when they swear our eyet 

Have meaning in them ! they're just blue or brown. 

They just can drop their lids a little. And yet 

Mine did more, for I read half Fourier through, 

Proudhon, Considerani, and Louis Blanc, 

With various other* of his socialists. 

And, if 1 had been a fathom less in love. 

Had cured myself with gaping. As it was, 

I ijuoreii from them prciiily enough. 

Perhaps, to make them sound half ratianal {90 

To a saner man than he whene'er we talkfd 

(For which I dodged occasion) — learnt by heart 

His spccthes in the Commons and elsewhere 

Upon the social <iuc.ii',n ; h;apc.! rcp^.r!! 

OfwicU-d w.^m'-n a.id pcn^icnrurlir* 

On ail my laKi's (-.vhh a pljce l-.r Sue;. 

And gave mv name I'l s"cll ■ubsi.rip'ii,n litts 

To'.v,rJ kecfinK up llie iun at ni^h,, in ;.ea.--n. 

And oihcr pos-ili!c cndi. Ali ihingi I did, ;9'j 

Except the impoi^iblc . . . luth ai weanr.j j;.jwiu 

Provided hy the Ten H-.ur'" tnovcTnent : ih-r- 

I !!opped — we iTiuM nop somewhere. He. dieiOwSii^ 
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Unmoved as the Indian torioise 'neath [he world. 

Let ill that noite go on upon hii back : 

He would not di»conccri or throw me out. 

'TwM well lo see a woman of my claai 

With tuch a dawn of conscience. For riie hcatt, 

Made fireivood for his sake, and flaming up 

To hii face, — he merely wanned hii feet at it : 

Juit deigned to let my carriage slop him short 6lO 

In park or street, — he leaning on the door 

With newt of the committee which sat last 

On pickpocket! at sucli,'* 

■ ' You jest — you jest. ' ' 

"As martyrs jest, dear (if you read their lives). 

Upon the axe which kills them. When all's done 

By me, . . . for him — you'll ask him presently 

The colour of my hair — he cannot tell, 

Or answers ' dark ' at random ; while, be sure. 

He's absolute on the figure, five or ten. 

Of my last subscription. Is It bearable, 6lO 

And I a woman t ' ' 

" Ii it reparable. 
Though / were a rata f '* 

" I know not. That'» to prore. 
But, first, this shameful marriage i" 

•' Ay 1" I ciM. 
"Then really there's a marriage f" 

" Yestctda^ 
I held him fast upon it. ' Mister Leigh.' 
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■And used nic in your nol.lc wotL. our work, 
' And now you shall not cast me off because 
, 'You're It the difficult point, xhejtin. 'Tis true 

< Even I can scarce admii the cogency 

■ Of such ■ marriage . . . where you do not love 

* (Ex<.-cpt the class) yet marry and throw your nanM 

* Down to the gutter, for a fire-escape 
' To future generations I 'lis sublime, 
'A great example, ■ true Genesis 

■ Of the opening social era. But lake heed, 64c 

* This virtuous act must have a patent weight, 

* Or loses half its virtue. Make it id), 
' Interpret it, and set it in the light, 

■ And do nut muffle it in a winter -cloak 

■ As a vulgar bit of shame, — as if, at best, 

' A Leigh had made a misalliance and blushed 
<A Howard should know it.' Then, I preased him 
jnore : 

< He would not choose,' I Mid, ' that even kii 

kin, . . . 

* Aurora Leigh, even . . . should conceive hii act 

< Less sacrifice, more fantasy.' At which 6(0 
He grew so pale, dear, ... to the lips, kkncw 

I had touched him. ' Do you know her,' he inouired, 

■ My cousin Aurora ? ' - Yei," I said, and lied 
(But truly we all know you by your booka). 
And so I offered to come ilraight to you. 
Explain the subject, justify the cause. 

And lake you with me to Saint Margaret'* CooR 
To see this miracle, this Marian Erie, 
This drover's daughter (she's not pretty, he awean). 
Upon whose finger, exquisitely pricked 66a 

By a hundred ncedlei, we're to hanf the tic 
'Tw'ixt class and class in England, — thus indeed 
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Bj skIi a pRsence, yours and uuBe^ to M 
The mttdi up from the doobcfbl place. At 
He thanked me sigjiing, murmared to Umadf 
'Shell do it periu^K. she's noble,' — dianfced 



Aad pixxnbedy as mj guerdon, to put of 
Ifis maiiiag e for a month.^ 
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I answered 
** I nnderstand joor drift imperfectij. 
Yon wish to lead me to mj coosin'f b e tiuch e d. 
To tondi her hand if worthy, and hold her 
If fecfale, dms to JBsdQr lus match. 
So be it then. Bat bow dus terrcs j 
Aad how the strange confessioo of roar lots 
Series tlus, I hare to leam — I cannot 
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She knit her restless forehead. * 

Aurora, that most radiant monnng name, 

Yoa're doD as any London afternoon. 

I wanted time, and giined it, — wanted 

Aad giin yon ! yoo will come and see the g^ 

In whose moa prodigal eyes the fineal pead 

Aad pride of all yonr lolty race of Lei^ 

Is deiitinetl to solotioo. Authorised 

By sight and knowledge, then, yoaHl ^eak 



6to 



And prove to Romney, in yoor brilBant 
He'H wrong the people and p o we r ity 
(&tj sach a tlung is bad for me and 
And yoB hM onnly), by c o im h a lin g 
An eaeoabk manii^ge. Breakicnp!, 
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And 
Nay 
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shnrcl up 
-^go to the 



fie! 

opera ! yoor jost s cvrmttm 7^9 



love and Be? ** ^K ssd— •« I fie. 
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And beat 
And 



mgatai dx j^kk, — «' Yoa*re hard. 



Unversed in cnrrenr phrases. — BowBng 
Of poets are fre^er than the worjd^s 
For^pve me that I rashly bkw the dam 



And vexed too so TTwrh. Yoa nnd. 
No evil in this 
Of innocence, ID 
Yoal gpe the bowi 

the lady's msriL, — 
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In witneiung he loved her." 

•• Loved ! " I cried i 
- Who Klls you ,h,i hr wa.iU.;. wile to love I 
He gets I horw :o>fi'e, n,it b«rc, I think : 
Then-'i york for wiva as well, — and after, unvr, 
Whrii oldn are liberal. For myscif, you err 
'■Supposing power in me to break this in«tch. 
I could not do it to save Romney's life. 
And would not to Mve mine." 

"You like it lo ' 730 
She said, ■' farewell then. Write your books in petcc. 
A* far as may be for some secret stir 
Now obvious to me, — for, most ohviousjy. 
In coming hither i mistook the way." 
Whereat she touched my hand and bent her had. 
And floated from me like a silent cloud 
That leaves the sense of thutider. 

I drew > bn»th. 
Oppressed in my deliverance. After all. 
This ivoman breaki her social system up 
For love, so counted — the love possible 740 

To such, — and lilies are still lilies, pulled 
By smutty hands, though spotted from their white ; 
And ihu> she is better haply, of her kind, 
Th^n Romney Leigh, «l,o lives bv djagfams. 
And crosses out the spontaneities 
Of all his individual, personal life 
With formal univcrsals. As if man 
Were set upon a high stool at a desk 
To keep God's books for Him in red and black. 
And feel by millions ! What, if even God 750 

Were chiefly God by living out Himself 
To an individualism of the Infinite, 
Eieme, intense, profuse, — still throwing up 
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The golden spray of muldtudinous worlds 
In measure to the proclive weight and rush 
Of Ills inner nature, — the spontaneous Itive 
Still proof and outflow of spontaneous life I 
Then live, Aurora. 

Two houn afterward. 
Within Saint Margaret's Court I stood ilone, 
Qose-veiled. A sick child, from an ague-fit, j6 

Whose wasted right had gambled 'gainst his lefi 
With an old brass button in a blot of sun. 
Jeered weakly at me as I passed across 
The uneven pavement ; while a woman, rouged 
Upon tiic angular cheek-bones, kerchief torn. 
Thin dangling locks, and flat lascivious mouth. 
Cursed at a window both ways, in and out. 
By turns some bed-rid creature and myself, — 
" Lie still there, mother ! liker the dead dog 
You'll be lo-morrow. What, we pick our way, yj 
Fine madam, with those damnable small feet ! 
We cover up our face from doing good. 
As if it were ojr purse ! What brings you here. 
My lady ? Is'l to find my gentleman 
Who visits his tame {ngeon in the caves ? 
Our cholera catch vou with its crimps aj)d spasma. 
And lumHc up your good cl<.ihci, icil and a!!. 
AnJ turn v^iir ivhi-.cnc- .l-jl-h:,.-;." 1 1-,'Atd up 
I lintil. I c.,,i;J lu.c ^v^r.-,i rui.LiflL 1.;:: that day. 
And never n;nclj.cJ. •■ fiic d;ar Chriit comfu 
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And windows, ivith » hideous wail of laugh 

And roar of oailis, and blows perhaps ... I passed 

Too (juickly for distinguishing . , . and pushed 

A little sldff-door hanging on a hinge, 789 

And plunged into ihe dark, and groped and climbed 

The long, steep, narrow stair 'iwixt broken rail 

And mildewed wall that let the plaster drop 

To startle mc in the blackncM. Still, up, up ! 

So high lived Romney's bride. I paused at last 

Before a low door in the roof, and knocked. 

There came in answer like a hurried dove — 

■• So soon f can thai be Mi«cr Leigh .' so soon f " 

And, as I entered, an ineffable face 

Met mine upon the threshold. " Oh, not you. 

Not you ! " — the dropping of the voice implied ; 800 

"Then, if not you, for me not any one." 

I looked her in the eyes, and held her hands. 

And said " I am his'eousin, — Romncy Leigh't ; 

And here I come to see my cousin too." 

She touched me with her face and with her voice. 

This daughter of the people. Such soft flowers 

From such rough roots f The people, under there, 

Can sin ;o, curse so, look so, smell so . . . faugh ! 

Yet have such daughters i 

Nowise beautiful 
Was Marian Erie, She was not while nor brown, 8 lo 
Bui could look either, like a mist that changed 
According to bring shone on more or less : 
The hair, too, ran its opulence of curl* 
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Though not a »lnd should trouble it. Again, 

The dimple in (he cheek had better gone 82 

With redder, fuller rounds i and somewhat large 

The mouth was, though (he milby little teeth 

Dissolved ii 10 so infantine a smile. 

For soon it smtted at me ; the eyes smiled too. 

But 'twit ■) if remembering they had wept. 

And knowing they should, some day. weep again. 

We talked. She told me all her story out. 

Which I'll retell with fuller utterance, 

Aa coloured and confirmed in after times 

By others and herself too. Marian Erie 83 

Was born upon the ledge of Malvern Hill, 

To eastward, in a hut built up at night. 

To evade the landlord's eye, of mud and turf. 

Still liable, if once he looked that way. 

To being straight levelled, scattered by hit foot. 

Like any other anthill. Bom, ! wy 1 

God sent her to His world, commisutmed lightt 

Her human testimonials fully signed. 

Not scant in soul — complete in lineaments j 

But* others had to swindle her B place 84 

To wail in when she had come. No place for her. 

By man's law } born an outlaw was this babe ; 

Her first cry in our strange and strangling air. 

When cast in spasms out by the shuddering wromb. 

Was wrong against lift locial code, — forced wroat I - 

What business had the baby to cry there i 

I tell her story and grow passionate. 

She. Marian, did not tell it w, but used 

Meek words that made no wonder of hertelT 

For bang to sad ■ creature. " Mister Leigh 81 
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*< Considered truly that such things should chioge. 
" They a-ill, in heaven — but meantime, on the 

" Tlierc's none cm like ■ nettle u ■ [Mnit, 

"Except himself. We're nettles, some ofiu, , 

" And give offence by the •« of springing up j 

' ' And, if we leave the damp «ide of the wall, 

"The hoes, of course, arc on us." So she uid. 

Her lather earned hii life by random jobs 

Despised by steadier workmen — keeping twine 

On commons, picking hops, or hurrying on 86o 

The harvest at wet seasons, or, al need, 

Assisting the Welsh drovers, when a drove 

Of startled horses plunged into the mist 

Bclovr the mountain -road, and sowed the wind 

With wandering neighiogs. In between the gap* 

Of such irregular work he drank and slept. 

And cursed his wife because, the pence being out. 

She could not buy more drink. At ivhich sie tumcd 

(The worm), and beat her baby in revenge 

For her own broken heart. I'here'i not a crime 870 

But takes its proper change out still in crime- 

If once rung on the counter of this world ; 

Let sinners look to it. 

Yet the outcast child. 
For whom the very mother's face forwent 
The mother's special patience, lived and grew i 
Learnt early 10 cry low, and \\a\k alone. 
With that pathetic vacillating roll 
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This babe woul.i Meal o if I rum ihv mother's chair. 

And, creeping through the golden walls of gorse. 

Would find some keyhole toward the secresy 

Of Heaven's high blue, and, nestling down, peer one — 

Oh, noi to catch the angels at their games, — 

She had never heard of angels, — but to gaze 

She knew not why, to see she knew not what, 

A-hungering outward from the barren earth 890 

For something like ■ joy. She liked, she said. 

To dazzle black her sight against the sky. 

For (hen, it seemed, some grand blind Love came down. 

And groped her out, and clasped her with a kits ; 

She learnt God (hat way, and was beat for it 

Whenever she went home, — yet came again. 

As surely as (he trapped hare, getting iree. 

Returns to his form. This grand blind Love, ahe 

This skyey father and mother both in one. 

Instructed her and civihscd her more 900 

Than even Sunday-school did afterward. 

To which a lady sent her to learn books 

And sit upon a long bench in a row 

With other children. Well, she laughed aomeiiiiiet 

To see them liugh and laugh and maul their texts j 

But ofter she was sorrowfiil with noise 

And wondered it their mothen beat them hard 

That ever they should laugh so. There was one 

She loved indeed, -•Rose Bell, a seven yean' ehJM, 

So pret(y and clever, who read syllablei 910 

When Marian was at leiien ; ike would laugh 

At nothing — hold your finger up, she laughed. 

Then thook her curls down over eye* and tnouth 

To hide her make-mirth from the tchool-Dsaatcr : 

And Roic'a pdting glee, as frank •* rata 
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On cKeny-blouonu, brightenoJ Marian too. 

To let motlwr mcriy wtiWtl jHc 1ovi>J, 

She wbiipered once I, the ctuUlrrn sde bjr ink. 

Wjih mutual arm* mtwiDCil about thdr necia) 

•■Yoor mother Icti you laugh tot" "Ay," (ud 

Rose. 9SO 

" She leu tne. She wh liug inio ihe ground 
SU yean lince, I being but a yeariing \Tean. 
Such mother! let ui play and lo*e our time, 
And never jcold nor beat ut ! Don'l you with 
You h»d one like that ? " There, Marian breaking off 
Looked suddenly in my fai-e. "Poor Ri.ne," mM 

she. 
•• I heard her laugh lait night in Oilurd Street. 
I'd pour out half my blood to ttop that liugh. 91I 
Poor Rose, poor Rose ! " mUI Mirian. 

She reiumed. 
It tried her, ivhrn the had learnt ii Sund«y -achool 
What God w«, what he wanted frum ua all. 
And how in chooiing lin we vexed (he Chritt. 
To go itraight home and hear her lather pull 
The Name down on u* from ihc thunder- tlWlf. 
Then drink away hi* loul into the dark 
From teeing judgment. Father, nioiher, home, 
Were God and heaven revcried to her : the more 
She knew of Right, the more ihe guetwd iheir vitonf 1 
Her price paid down for knowledge, wai to know 
The vileneii of her kindred : through her hcarl, 940 
Her filial and tormcnied heart, hencefonh, 

— '" •■ W 
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AHiI tMliv • ^\t^t^\^\^ \<tti *i liil»<\«l>, 
R*tu(itlH|| Kt ik* hillt. lllIU ttinw Ilka hHt«M, 
A*A imuiitM hmtDiliiifi, h»l.liii|i t»<\ i)>i>ii h«ii4i 
1V \>\\\\ vxvOiom iha Ml* It.i. v.|. t.i ihtm. 

An>( though jt-ihatit ihva i>i..|lvii mil Il,d U.k, 

Ai >h>s<|>.l.>, >>lv ilxi ihvt Imvw ihn Kti, 

Th«V .i><U»dv l«)i Ih'I>.'.viI uh.»4>a 

KntMulii^ llKiit ih» tmul iiiini III \.-\\n, ^^^^t 

'I'u tvljM ihi<<i l*i>i (loan >m tlm xiniii iml 

In whl.h li.iia wamUiliiMt, SUi\m<, Ii..,I ..>.! Uttt\M\, 

Kndxii'il 4llil l<>«M>a.l, I l>» I |.|i> i.>i ih* l.'ldl 

WmuI.1 >i.'|> «<iiI *>k har ^^\.\ ><- m.m...<h.«w 

lUr iliavki, ami 11 tha (lo^xi |.i l...luii dia tuidi 

111 all (hot hall 1 and ihuii iliui linvXhi^i, 

Tha iiilllBt III hii i«ii, 4 mile oi u\*\i\. 

Til* Inlli hui'i iH.y ..I. |ii.(.(i|.<. k. < Mlvii 1,1,. 

Tha )«dUr iiMpiiail, ami I4|<|wd li«i >'ii >lia tiaad 

With 4li<«l<iiP l'<[.niia>it. Iiii.wti iixd HhHt.l, ii/u 

An<l aoliait II |><ii4dtu<>luta •!<>> mmiM imI, 

Anil whaii tlia aiiii«tiu.t "m ," iv.i.ll h.H haidi^wn 

Hiiiiiu •III))' iidil t'liiuiiiu liiiiii III! In-aif i<*>k, 

A 'I'l m'* HmJmi, ii»iliit..l 1.1 III! ')|'ilii|, 

Or h»lt I \>Uf »l iit>iib«.|««iK'., i.,tii «MMM 

(tllia luil li< KitM. Ilia I » |M«* 

feyj.i.l il.« ii.p ...Hiailiix., iiitlbl.Kli, 

At, illltiig on Ilia iiiiHih, I'l |it«M Ilia t*»h I j, 

Or alt* a ilia«l i.l !■•*•* (U-i ihai *»i«ll Huili't iij,j 

Imill ilunlnit) unn tMi ttim iha haari ff Uwkt, 
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Frjm Church >irJ FJrp,-- ini EJna Lott. ■ 
From Bunis, ind Buarin, Sdkirt. urf Ton>Ms, 
Tivis Minetirltit hud to keep ilw tinig* Amhr, 
And oft dK autg&ng 'ndocMv jnred the cUU 
Like looUtig « ■ lumei fuD of gnee 
llsnMgh I pothonse winJiv<«' while ibc ilraBtai o 
Weni on behind her. But the meded o«t 
Her bool-kare), ihmr tvnj the leaves thai hm 
(Fun tore ihem uiu]!. thM wxk ihanld Gad > m 
AdJ nude I no>et>T of the meet and |ood 
To lold wiihia her brewt, and pore opoa 
At broken ma«Kim oTthe ncxinride ghtc^ 
When leave w» given her to notie her cloak 
And rest upon the duttr highwar'i b«nk 
From the road'* duit : or o4t, the jourBe;^ doae, 
,Sotne my fncMJ wmiM Ie»d her hr dw hand 
To hear a lecture at an mintnte. 
And that ihe had groivn. thii Marim Erie of oon 
To no bo(^l -learning, — »he naa ignotant 
Of auibon, — noi in eanhot of the tluagt i< 

OutsjvAcn o'er the hcadi of common mni 
By men who are aitconimon, — bat tvithui 
The cadcnced bum of tuch, and capable 
Of ntchhig from the fringet of the wbc 
SoRK fragmeniiry phnuet, here and there, 
or that fine muue, — which, being carried h 
To her wul, had reproduced it>dl' afmh 
In finer motionj of the lipi and iidi. 

She »id, in tpeaking of it, " li t flower 
Were thrown yoa out of heaven at jtnerrab, li 
You'd won attain to a irick of looking up, — 
And lO with her." She counted n>* *■*" 
Till /fdiold: i^"*'^ 
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Her )ctran-t«I pleaHrcs, tiS I fett aihat 
She toU BC ihe wat tartwMte aad caJM 
On Rich aad uich a Kmsoa, nt artd lewrt 
With no one to bteak up her crrital cho^ 
Wltiie rhvme* iron lovdv poems tpan ar 
T'hctr ringing ctrc'ici of erratic tune. 
Beneath the moistened Anger of the Hour. 
Her pareno calkd her a itrange, »ick!v cli 
Not good :'.v ir.jch, inj given to ttili an-. 
And ufille inro ihe hedpo and the doudi, 
Artd tremble i>' one ihook her Irom her &t 
Bv any blow, or wonl even. Oul-door j 
Went ill with her, and household ^uiel w 
She Mitt not bom to. Had they kept the 
Thev might haie had their pmnvworth oi 
Lite other parents, in the &ctorici 
(^Your children work Mr vou. Bot you for 
Or eUe iher better had been choked with 
The firu breath Jraivn | ; but, in thil trail 
Was nothing to be done with such a child 
But tramp and itamp. .And yet she knitl 
Not ill, and wu ttot dull at ncrdkwork ; 
And all ihe country pet^c gjrt her penci 
For darning stockings past their natural ag) 
And patching pctiicoits trom old to new. 
And other light work doite fue thrifrr win 

One dav, said Marian — the sun shone th 
Her mother had been badtv beat, and felt 
The bruises sore atv-ct Ktr " rc!. hrJ • ^J. 
(That mi.-i hji,- r,,- . .■ ..;■..- i:^ .^. 
And ^^i:.■;^.:>c ■■■' i ■.:: o: .-rc.i;h.>>, r..p- 
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Then drew her drenched and passive hy the arm 
Outsitle the hut ihey lived in. When ihc chi]d 
CouEd clear her blinded face from all that gtmm 
Of iressea . . . there, a man swad. with beatt'a 

eye! ,050 

That seemed as ihey would swallow her alive 

Complete in body and jpirii, hair and all, 

And bumine (tertoroui breath that hurt her cheek. 
He breathed so near. The mother held her tight. 
Saying hard between her teeth — " Why wench, 

why wench. 
The (quire speaki to you now — the tquire'i too 

good : 
He means 10 set you up, and comfort us. 
Be mannerly at least." The child turned round 
And looked up piteous in the mother's face 
(Be sure that mother'^ death-bed will not want 1060 
Another devil to damn, than such a luoli), 
"Oh, mother!" then, with desperate glance 10 

" God, free me from my mother," she shrieked out, 
"These mothers are too dreadful," And, w^th 

As passionate as fear, she tore her hands. 

Like hiies from the rocks, from hers and his. 

And iprang down, bounded headlong down the steep. 

Away from both — away, if possible. 

As far as God, — away ! They yelled at her, 

Ai bmished hounds at a hare. She heard thcoi 
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Wa- ruiMiinp in her feet aiiu Liilinp the priund ; 

The ivhiie (oaiis turlcd as if she hurni ihem up. 

The green fields melted, uayside trees fell back 

To make room for her. Then her head greiv vexed t 

Trees, fields, turned on her and ran after her ; 

She heard the quick pants of the hills behind, 1079 

Their keen air pricked her neck : she had lost her feet. 

Could run no more, yet somehow went as fast. 

The horizon red 'iwixt steeples in (he east 

So tucked her forward, forward, while her hean 

Kept swelling, twelline. till it sivelled so big 

It seemed to All her body, — when it bunt 

And overflowed the world and swamped the light ; 

'■And now 1 am dead and safe," thought Marian 

Erie — 
She had dropped, she had fainted. 

As the sense returned^ 
The night had passed — not life's night. She waa 

Of heavy tumbling motions, creaking wheeb, 1090 
The driver shouting to the iazy team 
T^at swung their rankling bells against her brain. 
While, through the waggon's coverture and chinka. 
The cruel yellow morning pecked at her 
Alive or dead upon the straw inside, — 
At which her soul ached back into the dark 
And prayed, " no more of that." A waggoner 
Had found her iti a ditch beneath the moon. 
As white is moonshine save for ihe oozing blood. 
Al first he thought her dead ; but when he had 
wiped 1 100 

The mouth and heard it sigh, he raised her up. 
And laid her in his waggon in the *lr«w. 
And so conveyed her to the diiiani town 



To which his butineu called himself, and left 
Th« heap of mbery it the hoipital. 

She srirred ; — the pt.te teemed new ud ttnnp, n 

The white strait bed. with others strait and wUte, 

Like grs^-ej dug side by side it meajuied length*. 

And quiet people walking in and out 

Widi wonderiiil low vtwcei and soft steps 1 1 lo 

And appariticnal equal care for each. 

Astonished her with order, silence, law. 

And when a gentle hand held out a cup. 

She look it, as j-ou do ar (aeramenr. 

Half awed, halfmclied, — not being used, indeed 

To so much love u makes the form of lore 

And courtesy of manners. Delicate Jrint. 

And rare whi'e bread, to which some dying eye* 

Were turned in observation. O my God, 

How sick we must be, ere we make men ju.t I mo 

1 think It frets ihe lainis in heaven to see 

How many desolate creatures on the earth 

Have teamt the simple dues of fellowship 

And social comfort, in ■ hospital. 

At Marian did. She lay there, stunned, half tranced. 

And wished, at intervals of growing sense. 

She might be sicker yet, if wckness made ' 

The world so marvellous kind, the air so hushed. 

And all het wake-time vjuiei as a sleep j 

For now^ she understood (as soch things were) 1 1 30 
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She by anj jrcthcj in il-ier mjny weeks. 

But yoL-.h was strung and ■ivetiame ihc test i 

Revolicd ^oui and lloh were reconciled 

And fetched back to the necessary day 

And daylight duties. She could creep about 1 i^o 

The long bare rooms, and stare out dreanly 

From any narrow window on the street. 

Till some one who hid nursed her •* a friend 

Said coldly to her, as an enemy, 

•< Sheliad leave to go next week, being well enough," 

(While qply her heart ached). "Go nezi week," 

thought she : 
"Next week ! how would ii be with her neit w«ek. 
Let out into (hat terrible street alone 
Among the pushing people, . . . lo go . . . where t " 

One day. the last before the dreaded lait, 1 15a 

Among the convalescents, like hcrielf 

Prepared 10 go not morning, she sai dumb, ' 

And heard half absently the women talJ., — 

How one was famished for her baby's cheeks, 

" The liiile wretch would know her ! a year old 

And lively, like his father ! " — one was keen 

To get 10 work, and (ill some cUmoroui mouths ; 

And one was tender fur her dear goudman 

Who had missed her sorely, — and one, querulous . . . 

•■ Would pay backbiting ncighUiurs who had dared 

To talk about her as already dead,"— 1 l6t 

And one was proud ..." and if her tweetbeut 

Uke 
Had left her for a ruddier face than hen 
(The gouip would be seen through at a glince). 
Sweet riddance of luch sweethearu— let him hang ! 
'Twcre good to have been lick for wich an end." 
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And while they ralkcd, and Marian felt ihe none 

For having missed the worst of all their wrongs, 

A visitor wat ushered through the wardj 1 169 

And paused among the talkers. "When be looked 

It WM as if he spoke. ""J "hen he ^poke 

He sang perhaps," said Marian i "lould she tell ? 

She only knew " (so much she had chronicled, 

Ai teraphs might the making of the sun) 

" That he who came and spake was Romney Ldgk, 

And then and there she saw and heard him iint." 

And when it was her turn to have the lace 
Upon her, all those buzzing pallid lips 
Being satisfied with comfort — when he changed 
To Marian, saving "And jou f you're going, 
where!"— "80 

She, moveless a* a wonn beneath a stone 
Which some one's stumbling foot has spurned aside. 
Writhed soddcnlv, astonished with the light. 
And, breaking into sobs, cried " Where 1 go i 
None asked me till this moment. Can I say 
Where / go, — when it has not seemed ivorth while 
To God Himself, who thinits of .-very one. 
To think of me and fix where 1 shall go f " 

" So young," he gently asked her, •• you have lost 
Your father and your mother?" 

•• Both," she Mid, 1 190 
" Both lost ! my father wti burnt up with pa 
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Through som. wild g.p ('''= "" ">?■ '^'"^"- '"^^ 
It seem'^ I shall be lost loo, presently. 
And so we end, all three of us." 

•'Poor child," 
He said, — with such a [«ty in hit toice, 1 100 

It soothed her more than her own tern, — "poor 

child! , 

'Tis simple that betrayal by mother s love 
Should bring despair of God's too. Yet be uught. 
He's better to us than many mothers are. 
And child(en cannot (vander beyond reach 
Of the sweep of his white raiment. Touch and hold ! 
And if you weep still, weep where John was laid 
While Jesus loved him." ,._... 

"She could say the words. 
She told me. "exactly as he uttered them 
A year back, since in any doubt or dark mo 

They came out like the stars, and shone on her 
With just their comfort. Common words, perhaps ; 
The ministers in church might say the same j 
But be, he made the church wiih what he spoke, — 
The difference was the miracle," said she. 

Then catching up her smile to ravishment. 

She added quickly. " I repeat his words. 

But not his tones : can any one repeat 

The music of an organ, out of church f "I9 

And when he said -poor child, I shut my eyes 

To feel how tenderly his voice broke through. 

As the ointment-box broke on the Holy fe« 

To let out the rich medicitive nard. 

She told me how he had rwsed and rescued her 
With reverent pity, as, in touching gnef. 
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He touched the u 
reel 



> of Christ, — ind mide her 



More self-respecting. Hope he callcj belief 

In God, — work, worship, — therefore let lu pny • 

And thus, (□ inarch her soul froni atheism. 

And keep it stainless from her mother's face, i ijo 

He sent her to ■ famous lempstress-house 

Far off in London, there lo wotlt and hope. 

With that, they parted. She kept sight of Heaven, 
But not of Romney. He had good to do 
To others : through the dtya and through the night* 
She seii'cd and seived and sewed. She drooped iomc< 

And wondered, while along the tawny light 
Shfi struck the new thread into her needle's eye. 
How people without mothers on the hilU 1139 

Could choose the town to live in ! — then she drew 
The sritch, and mused how Romney's face would 

look. 
And if 'twere likely he'd remember her* 
When they two had ihdr meeting after death. 
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They met still sooner. 'Tuiis a year from thence 
That Lacy Gresham, the sick sempstress girl. 
Who sewed by Marian's chair so still and quick. 
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" Vou know the news ? Who's dying, do you 

think ? 
Our Lucy Gre^^ham. I expected i; 10 

As little as Nell Hart's wedding. Bluth not, Nell, 
Thy curls be red enough without thy cheeb, 
And, tome day, there'll be found ■ man to dole 
On red curls. — Lucy Gresham swooned last night. 
Dropped sudden in the street while going home ; 
And now the baker says, who took her up 
And laid her by her grandmother in bed. 
He'll give her a week to die in. Past the silk. 
Let's hope he gave her a loaf too, within reach. 
For otherwise they'll stane before thev die, ao 

That funny pair of bedfellows ! Miss Bell, 
I'll thank you for the scissors. The old crane 
Is paralytic — that's the reason why 
Our Lucy's thread went faster than her breath. 
Which went too quick, we all know. Marian Erie, 
Why. Marian Eric, you're not the fool to ciy I 
Your tears spoil Lady Waldemar's new dress. 
You piece of pity ! " 

Marian roie up straight. 
And, breaking through the talk and through the work. 
Went outward, in the face of their surprise, 30 

To Lucy's home, to nurse her back la life 
Or down to death. She knew, by such an act. 
All place and grace were forfeit in the house, ' 

Whose mistress would supply the missing hand 
With necessary, not inhuman haste. 
And take no blame. But pity, too, had duet : 
She could not leave a soliurysoul 
To founder in the dark, while she sat still 
And lavished stitches on a lady'* hem 
At if DO other work were paramount. 40 
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"Why, God," thought Mariin, '• hi* t minitig 

Thii rnom«;ii ; Lucy w«nn a drink, perha)M. 
Let others miu me ! never misi me, God ! " 

So Miriin s»t by Lucy'« hed, content 

With duty, »nd wu itrong, for recoi^penae. 

To hold the lamp of liutnan love artn-high. 

To catch the deal h-s trained eyes and comfort them. 

Until the angels, on the luminout side 

Of death, had got theirs ready. And she laid. 

If Lucy thanked her Bomctimes, called her kind, (O 

It touched her ttrangely. •• Marian Erie called kind I 

What, Marian, l>eaien and »old, who could not die t 

'Tit verily good fortune to be kind. 

Ah you," ihe uid, " who are bom to >uch « grace. 

Be sorry for the unHcemed cla», the poor. 

Reduced to think the bctt good fortune meaiii 

That other], limply, thould b: kind to them." 

From aleep to sleep when Lucy had tlid away 

So gently, like the light upon a hill. 

Of which none name* the moincni that it goc* 6o 

Though all tee when 'lU gone, — a man came in 

And itood beside the l>cd. The uld idiot wretch 

Screamed feebly, like a bahy overlain, 

"Sir, sir, ycu won't mistake me inr the corpae? 

Don't look at mf, fir ! never bury mf .' 

Although I lie here, I'm alive ai you. 

Except my legs and arm), — I eat and drink 

And understand, — (that you're the gentlcmui 

Who lit) the funerali up. Heaven apead you, air). 

And certainly I should be livelier mil J9 

If Lucy here ... air, Lucy ii the iVrpM . , , 
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Had worked more properly to buy me wine j 
But Lucy, sir, was always slow at work, 
I shan't \oie much by Lucy. Marian Erie, 
Sposk up and ihow the gentleman ihe corpse. " 

And a voice said " Marian Erie." She rose ; 

Jt was the hour for angels — there, stood hert ! 

She scarcely marvelled to see Romney Leigh. 

As light Noi ember snows to empty nests. 

As grass lo graves, as moss to mildewed itones. So 

As July suns CO ruins, through the renu. 

As miiii>;r^r:ng sprits to mourners, through a Ion, 

As Hea\ ;n i-self to men, through panp of death. 

He came i.r,<:alled wherever grief had come. 

" And K>," uid Marian Erie, " we met anew," 

And added lofily, " so, we shall not part." 

He was not angry that she had left the house 
Wherein he placed her. Well — she had feared it 

might 
Have vexed him. Also, when he found he* aet 
On keeping, though the dead was out of sight, 90 
That half-dead, half-alive body left behind 
With cankerous heart and Re^h, which took jour beat 
And cursed you for the little good it did 
(Could >i<: love the (-;-r',.l ■.vr-;^'. iV-ne. 
S'.jovk-' vrie wi> ihji .,■•.■ ocn ;- (.'Ai, 
Much ir. .r: t-j ^,:^. L- l.l r. ,: <,: -..•.u well. 
Yet Mjrijri lI/....-^: i.c ,.. ! r,..: :-k- :: ■::. — 



She fell wJll.in hn l 
Until ai'liit he laid 
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On that same day was Marian's work complete : 

She had smoothed the empty bed, and swept the floor 

Of coffin sawdust, set the chairs anew 

The dead had ended gossip in, and stood 

In that poor room to cold and orderly. 

The door-key in her hand, prepared to go 

At tbey had, howbeit not their way. He spoke. 

•« Dear Marian, of one clay God made us all. 

And though men push and poke and paddle in*t I lo 

(At children play at fashioning dirt-pies) 

And call their fancies by the name of facts. 

Assuming difference, lordship, privilege. 

When airs plain dirt, — they come back to it at latt» 

The first grave-digger proves it with a spade. 

And pats all even. Need we wait for this. 

You, Marian, and I, Romney ?" 

She, at that. 

Looked blindly in his face, as when one loob 

Through driving autumn-rains to find the sky. 

He went on speaking. «« Marian, I being bom 120 

What men call noble, and you, issued from 

The noble people, — though the tyrannous sword. 

Which pierced Christ's heart, has deft the worid in 

twain 
'Twixt class and class, opposing rich to poor. 
Shall we keep parted ? Not so. Let us lean 
And strain together rather, each to each. 
Compress the red lips of this gaping wound 
As fiir M two souls can, — ay, lean and league, 
I firom my superabundance, — firom your, want 
Youy — joining in « protest 'gunst the wrong 

On both ndet/* 

All the rett, he held her hand 
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Tn speaking, which confused the sense of much. 
Her heart against his words beat out so thick. 
They might as well be written on the dust 
Where some poor bird, escaping from hawk's beak. 
Has dropped and beats its shuddering wings, — the 

lines 
Are rubbed so, — yet 'twas something like to this, 

— ** That they two, standing at the two eztremet 
Of social classes, had received one seal. 

Been dedicate and drawn beyond themselves 140 

To mercy and ministration, — he, indeed. 

Through what he knew, and she, through what she 

fell. 
He, by man's consdence, she, by woman's heart. 
Relinquishing their several 'vanuge posu 
Of wealthy ease and honourable toil. 
To work with God at love. And since God willed 
That putdng out his hand to touch this ark 

- He found a woman's hand there, he'd accept 
The sign too, hold the tender fingers fast. 

And say * My fdlow- worker, be my wife ! ' " 150 

She told the ule with «mple, rustic turns, ^ 
Strong leaps of meaning in her sudden eyes 
That took the gaps of any imperfect phrase 
Of the unschooled speaker : I have rather writ 
The thing I understood so, than the thing 
I heard so. And I cannot render right 
Her quick gesticulation, wild yet soft, 
Sdf-surtled from the habitual mood she used. 
Half sad, half languid, — like' dumb creatures (now 
A rustling bird, and now a wandering deer, 160 

Or squirrel 'gainst the oak-gloom flashing up 
His nddofig bonushed head, in just her wty 
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Ofiavige sponcanriCy), tliat stir 
Abruptly ihe green silence of the woods. 
And make it stranger, holier, more profound { 
Ai Niture't general heart confessed itself 
or life, and then fell backward on repo«e. 

I kissed the lips ch>t ended. — " So indeed 
He loves you, Marian f " 

" Loves me ! " She looked up 
Wiih a child's wonder when you ask him iini 170 
Who made the sun — ■ puzzled blush, that grew. 
Then broke off in a rapid radiant smite 
Of sure solution. " Loves me ! he loves all, — 
And me, of course. He had not asked me else 
To work ivilh him for ever and be his wife." 

Her words reproved me. 71\is perhaps wu love — 

To have its hands too full of gifu to give. 

For putting out a hand to take a gift ; 

To love so much, the perfect round of love 

Includes, in strict conclusion, bieing loved ; 180 

At Kdco-dew went up and fell again. 

Enough for watering Eden, Obviously 

She had not ihoughl about his loi'c at all : 

Tlio cai^rjtts of her soul had poured (hcmselves. 

And risen self-crowned in rainbow : would ihe ask 

Who crowned her i — it sufficed that the wu 

With women of my class Ms otherwise : 
Wc haggle for the small change of our jold. 
And so much love accord for so much love, 
Rialto-prices. Arc we therefore wrong ? 190 

If marriage be a contract, look to it then. 
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Bui if, I simple fealty on one <iJc, 

A mere religion, — right to give, is all. 

And certain brides of Europe duty aik 

To mount the pile is Indian widows do, 

TTic spices of their tender ybuth heaped up. 

The jcivels of their gracious virtues worn. 

More gems, more glory, — to consume entire 

For a living husband : as the man's alive, 300 

Not dead, the woman's duty by so much 

Advanced in England beyond Hindostan. 

I sat there musing, till she touched my hand 

With hers, as softly as * strange white bird 

She fcarcii to startle in touching. ■• You are kind. 

But arc you, peradventure, vexed a: heart 

Because your couMn takes me for a wife i 

I know 1 am not worthy — nay, in truth, 

I'm glad on't, since, for that, he chooses me. 

He likes the poor things of the world the beat; lio 

I would not therefore, if I could, be rich. 

It pleasures him to stoop for buttercups ; 

I would not be * rose upon the wall 

A queen might stop at, near the palace-door. 

To sav til a courrier • Pluck that rose for me, 

• h', YTru\<^T ihjn t}ie rc-I." O R.imnev l,eigh ! 

rd rjtlicr lar be iri^ddcii bv his fuoi. 

Than liL- in a gre^l <ii,ccn's bu*„m." 

()m of breath. 
She paused. 

■•S.vcrt Marian. ,lo>ou Ji.aiow 
The roses wilh ihal l.ce?" . 

She Jrf>pi>ed her head no 
As if the wind had cauj^hi thai (lower of her 
And bent it in the garden, — then luoked up 
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And leirni the thing by heart, — and from my heart 
Am therefore cor.ipctcnt to give you thank* 
For luch a coiuin." 

" You accept at lai( 
A ^ft from me, Aurora, without scorn > 
At last I pleuc you l " — How hisvok'C wt» changed. 

"You cinnoi please a woman agimii her will, 190 

And oace you vexed me. Shall we *peak of that t 

We'll say, then, you were noMe in it all. 

And I not ignorant — let it pass ! And now 

You please me, Romncy, when you please younelf | 

So, please you, be fanatical in love. 

And Pm well pleased. Ah, cousin ! at the old hall. 

Among the gallery portraits of our Leighs. 

We ihall not find a sweeter signory 

Than this pure forehead's." 

Not a word he (aid. 
How arrogant men are ! — Even philanthropiiu, JOO 
Who try to lake a wife up in the way 
They put down « subscription -cheque, — if once 
She lunii and says " I will not tax you 10, 
Most charitable sir," — feel ill at ease 
As though she had wronged them somehow. I nip- 

We women should remember what we are. 
And not throw back an obotus inscribed 
With Cxsar's image, lightly. 1 resumed. 
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,\ii.i f.:-,::. VV. *i- ! — F -r fv<-i ^hcir ihe Word), 

Ha'i-j':>et> eicn, jte -;;'! w' !e >!ctTiocrat», — 

Oh, not that v\e're di-li.jal t.j the high. 

But loyal 10 the low, and cupniunt 

Of the less scnttable majetiiei. For me, 

I comprehend your choice, I juiiilr 

Your right in chooHng." 

" No, no, no," he sighed, ]tO 
With a sort of melancholv, impaiient >c»m. 
As some grown man who never hid a child 
Puts by lome child who plays at being « man, 
" You did Bot, do not, cannot comprehend 
My choice, my ends my motives, nor myielf : 
No matter now ; we'll let it pajs, you say. 
] thank yoil for your generous cou'^inship 
Which helps this present ; I acecpt fur her 
Your favourable thoughts. We're fallen on days. 
We two who are not poets, when 10 wed J30 

Re(]uires less mutual love than common lore 
For two together to bear out at once 
Upon the loveless many. Work in pain. 
In galley -couplings or in marriage-ring}. 
The difference lies in the honour, not the work, — 
And such we're bound to, I and she. But love 
(You poets are benighted in this age. 
The hour's too lare for catching even moths. 
You've gnats instead), love ! — love's fool-parsdiie 
Is out of date, like Adam's. Set a swan 340 

To swim the Trenton, rather than true lore 
To float its bbulous plumage ufely down 
The cataracts of this loud transition- time, — 
Whose roar for ever henceforth id my can 
Must keep me deaf to music." 

There, I lunted 



13" 



AURORA LEIGH. 



And kijsed poor MarUo. out of diiconicnt. 

The man had hafflcJ, chsftd mc, till I flung 

For refuge to liie woman, — as, sometimes, 

Impalicnl Of some crowUed room's close smell. 

You tlirow > window open and le»n out 3 JO 

To breathe a iong breath in the dewy night 

And coot jour angry forehead. She, at least. 

Was not built op as «Tills are, brick by brick. 

Each fancy squared, each feeling ranged by iine, 

The very heat of burning youth applied 

To indurate form and system I excellent bricki, 

A well-built wall, — which Hops you on the road. 

And into which yoo cannot see an inch 

Although you beat your head agaiiui it — pshaw ! 

■• Adieu." I said, " for this time, cousins both, 360 

And, cousin Romney, pardon me the word. 

Be happy ! — oh. in some esoteric sense 

Of course ! — I mean no harm in wishing well. 

Adieu, my Marian : — may she come to me. 

Dear Romney, and be married from my houK I 

It is not part of your philosophy 

To keep your bird upon the blactlhom ?" 

He answered, ■' but it is. I take my wife 

Directly from the people, — and she comes. 

As Austria's daughter to imperial France, 370 

Betwixt her eagles, blinking not her race. 

From Margaret's Court at garret -height, to meet 

And wed me at Saint James's, nor put off 

Her gown of serge for that. The things we do. 

We do : we'll wear no mask, as if we blushed." 

" Dear Romney, you're the poet," I replied. 

But felt my tmilc too ntoumful for my word. 
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And turned and went. Ay, masks, I thought, — 

beware 
Of tragic masks we tie before the glass. 
Uplifted on the cothum half a yard 3S0 

Above the natural stature ! we would play 
Heroic pans to ourselves, — and end, perhaps. 
As impoEcntly is Athenian wire* 
Who shrieked in fiu at the Eumcnides. 

His foot pursued me down the stair. •• At leut 

You'll suffer me to walk with you beyond 

These hiScous streets, these graves, where men alire 

Packed close with earthworms, burr unconsciously 

About the plague that slew them ; let me go. 

The very women pelt then- souls in mud 390 

At any woman who walks here alone. 

How came you here alone ? — you are ignorant." 



Wc 



had a Mrange and melancholy walk : 
night came drizzling downward in dark r 
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We talked on f*»t, wliilc every common word 
Seemed Mngled with the thunder il one end. 
And ready to pull down upon our head 410 

A terror om ol sight. And yet to jiause 
Were surclicr morixl : we tore greedily up 
All tilcncc, all the innoretii lircaihing-pointi. 
As if. like pale conspirators in hiMe, 
We tore up papers where our stgnaiurei 
■ Imperilled us to an ugly shame or death. 

I cannot tell you why it was. "Tis plain 
We had not loved nor hated ; whcrctbre dread 
To spill gunpowder on ground safe from fire I 
Perhaps we had lived too closely, to diverge 4JO 

So absolutely : leave nvo clocks, they say. 
Wound up to differeni hours, upon one shelf. 
And (lowly, through the interior wheels of each. 
The blind mechanic motion sets itself 
A-throb to feci out for the mutual lime. 
It was not so with us, indeed : while he 
Struck midnight, I kept striking six at dawn j 
While he marked judgment, I, rcdcmplioii-d>)r | 
And such exception to a general law 
Imperious upon inert matter even, 430 

Might make u5, each ro eithi-r, insecure, 
A bcckuning niystcrj or a troubling tear. 

I mind me, when we parted at the door. 

How strange his good-night sounded, — like good- 

Beude a deathbed, where the morrow's sun 
It sure to come too late for more good-days : 
And all that night I thought ..." Good-night," 
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And to, ■ month pasted. Let me set it down 

Ai once, — I hive Seen wrung, I have Seen wrong. 

We arc wrong alwayi when we think too -nucK 440 

Of what we think or arc ; alSeit our thought* 

Be verily bitter ai jclf-samfice. 

We're no less selfish. If we sleep on rocks 

Or roses, sleeping past the hour of noon 

We're Itr.y. This I write against myself. 

I had done a duty in the visit paid 

To Marian, and was ready otherwise 

To give the witness of my presence and name 

Whenever she should marr)-, — Which, I thought. 

Sufficed. I even had cast into the scale 4J0 

Ad overweight of justice toward the match j 

The Lady Waldcmar had missed her tool. 

Had broken it in the lock as being too straight 

For a crooked purpose, while poor Marian Erie 

Missed nothing in my accents or my acts : 

I had not been ungenerous on the whole. 

Nor yet uniendcr ; so, enough, I felt 

Tired, ovenvorked : this marriage somewhat jarred ; 

Or, if it did not, all the bridal noise. 

The pricking of the map of life with pins, 460 

In schemes of . . . " Here we'll go," and " There 

AnJ " F.v^r■.■^^h-■ 
Was icarie rnv L. 
Who else -l.ouM . 
As one who had , 
To ret (he better 



e-11 pr. 



r 1..^ 



nrk and ihiili her eye. 
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I might h(ve held that poor child to my heart 

A liiilc longer ! 'twould have hurl me much 470 

To have hastened by its beats the marriage day. 

And tepl her safe meanlimc from tampering hand* 

Or, pcridventurc, traps. What drew me back 

From telling Romney plainly the designs 

Of Lady Waldemar, as spoken out 

To me . . . mc ? Had I any right, ay, right. 

With womanly compassion and reserve. 

To break the fall of woman's impudence ? — 

To stand by calmly, knowing what I knev^. 

And hear him call her goad f 

Distttist that word. 4 80 
" There is none good save God," said Jesus Christ. 
If He once, in the tirsl creation -week. 
Called creatures good, — for ever, afterward. 
The Devil only has done it, and his heirs. 
The knaves who win so, and the fools ivho lose ; 
The word's grown dangerous. In the middle age, 
I think they called malignant fays and imps 
Good people. A good neighbour, even in this, 
Ii fatal sometimes, — cuts your morning up 
To mincemeat of the very smallest talk, 4.90 

Then help? to -^iigar her hchca at right 
With your reputation. I have known good wives. 
As chaste, or nearly so, as Potiphar's; 
And good, good mothers, who would use a child 
To better an intrigue ; good friends, beside 
(Very good), who hung succinctly round your neck 
And sucked your breath, as cats are fabled to do 
By sleeping in&nts. And we all have known 
Good critics who have stamped out poet's hope. 
Good statesmen who pulled ruin on the state, 500 
Good Mtriots who for a theorv risked ■ cause. 
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Good kings who c!i'embowe"e,l fur a tat. 
Good p-ij'C! who brrjuphl a!! ^■y,\ to jrnpirdy. 
Good Christians »h., tat still in caiy chairs 
And damned the general world for 'landing up. — 
Now may the guoj Gud pardon ill g'xij men I 

How bitterly 1 speifc, — how certainly 

The innocent white milk in ui is turned. 

By much persistent shining of the sun ! — 

Shake up the sweetest in us long enough, jio 

With men, it drops to foolish curd, too sour 

To feed the most untendcr of Christ's Iambs. 

I should have thought, — a woman of the woHd 

Like her I'm meaning, centre to herself. 

Who has wheeled on her own pivot half a life 

In isolated self-love and self-will. 

As a windmill seen at distance radiating 

Its delica.c while vans against the sky. 

So soft and soundless, simply beautiful. 

Seen nearer, — what ■ roar and tear it makes, jio 

How it grinds and bruises I — if she lovea at last. 

Her love's a re-adjustmcni of self-love. 

No more. — a need felt of »iK,rhcr's u.e 

To her one s.KanMf^, a. .Ii- in W ^■-snIl grsm. 

The lire ua.:.4 liicl, (he verv w.-li wanti prcv. 

And noncof rhc-e i'. more v.i.- 



Than such a durmin;; won 
She'll not be thwarted by a 



elov 



Is God a consideration ? — she lovc^ v.iu, 

Not GdJ ; she «i;i not tlinch for Him indeed : 

She did not for the Marchioness ot'.Pcrth, 
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J've wikcd and slept tlirougli many niglus «nd ity§ 
Since then, — but itill that day will catch my brcaih 
like a nightmare. There are fatal days, indeed. 
In which the fibroui years have taten root 
So deeply, that they tjiiivcr to their lopa 600 

Whene'er you stir the dual of such ■ day. 

My cousin met me with his eyes and hand. 

And then, with just a word. ... that " Marian 

Eric 
Waj coming with her bridesmaids preiendy," 
Made haste to place me by the altar-stair 
Where he and other noble gentlemen 
And high-born ladies waited for the bride. 

We waited. It wa) early : there was time 

For greeting and the morning's compliment. 

And gradually a ripple of women's talk 610 

Arose and fell and tossed about a spray 

Of English I'i. soft as ■ silent hush. 

And, notwithstanding, quite h audible 

As louder phrases thrown out by the men. 

"Yes, Twlly, if we need to wait in church, 

Wenced to talk there." — "She? 'tis Lady Ayr, 
1 purple ! tint's ihc dowager." 



■•She looki 3s yuuiig " 



"She ilitl 



Why, if you had seen her upon Thursday night. 619 
You'd call MiM Norris modest." — " r« again ! 
I waltzed with you three hours back. Op at sii. 
Up still at ten ; scarce time to change one's shoes : 
I feel as white and sulky as a ghost. 
So pray don't speak to me. Lord Belcher. - " No. 
I'D lo«^ at you instead, tod it's enough 
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have that face." " in church, my lord ! 



he. fie ! 



— " Adair, you stayed for the Division ,' " — •■ Loai 
By one." "The devil it is ! I'm sorry for-t. 

And if I had not promised Mistress Grove " , . 

" You might have kept your word to Liverpool." 630 

— " Constituents must remember, after all. 

We're mortal." — •' Wc reminil them of it." ^_ 

" M..rk, 
The bride comes I here the tuniei, in ■ tireani of 
milk ! " 

— " There I Dear, you arc ailecp iiilj j don't you 

The (ivc Mis< Cranvilles ? always dre»c.l in while 
To show they're ready to be ma.xieJ." — •' Ixiwer ! 
The aimi ii at yuur elbow." — " I.ady Maud, 
Did Lady Waldcmar teil you she had seen 
This girl of Leigh's ? " " No, — wait ! 'twas 

Mistress Brookes. 
Who told me Lady Waldemar told her — 640 

No, 'twisn't Mistress Brookes." — "She's pretty t" 

— " Who i 
Mistress Brookes ? Lady Waldemar ? " — " How 



hot ! 



' Tii>' 



c bv 



^ ihc U, 



d.i. 



thJTik vol.. .ir.' 
re child, who c 



But knuws the ihing-. she sho^iMn'i. with «ide-aw 
Creit CiC^. I'd p- tl.r.mgh fire to louk j[ her." 
— ■■ Voo do. I think." — ■■ And LaJy WilJem 
(You sec htr ; silling close 10 Romney Leigh. 
How beautiful she li>ols. i Utile flushed !) 
Has taken up (he girl, anJ methodised 




Le^h'i folly. Should I hate 
Except she'd tAed me?" 

him more 
By manyinR him herself." 

' "Ah — there Ac eoma. 

The bride, It iHt ! " 

" Indeed, no. Pwt eUren. 
She puts off her patched pctiicoMt io-d»y 
And puts on Mayfaif manners, to begins 
By Wiing "» f w"'-"— " Y". y", thi. Leigh 
Wm always odd ; Jl'i in the blood, I ihinfc j 
His father's uncle'l coujin's second son _66o 

Was wai . . ■ vou understand me ; and fof hinii 
He's' siark, — has turned quite lunatic upon 
This modem question of the poor — the poor. 
An excellent subject when you're moderate ; 
You've seen Prince Albert's model lodging-hou^: I 
Does honour to his Royal HigSness. Good ! 
But wouJd he stop his carriage in Cheapside 
To »h»ke a common fellow by the fist 
Whose name was . . . Shakespeare } No. W* 

draw ■ line, 
And if we stand not by our order, we 070 

In England, we fall headlong. Here s a s.ght, — 
A hideous sight, a most indecent sight '■ 
My wife would come, sir, or 1 had kept her bacL 
By heaven, sir. when poor Damiens trunk and limbi 
Were torn by horses, women of (he court 
Stood by and stared, eiacilyas to-day 
On this dismembering of society. 
With pretty, troubled feces." 

•^ ' "Now, it last. 

She come* now." . 

" Where i who see* ( yoo pwh me. sir. 
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Beyond the point of whit it mannerly. 68a 

You're Handing, tnadam, on my aecond flounce, 
I do beseech you . . ," 

" No — it's not the bride. 
Half-past eleven. How laie. The bridegroom, mark, 
Geti anjtioui and goes out." 

"And as I Mid, 
These Leighs ! our best blood running in the rut t 
It's something awful. We had pardoned him 
A simple mitilliance got up iiide 
For a pair of sky-blue eyei ; ihe House of Lords 
Has winked at such things, and we've all been young ; 
Bm here's an intermarriage reasoned out, 690 

A contract (carried baldly 10 the light 
To challenge obscri'stjon, pioneer 
Good aclJ by a great example) 'iwixt 
Of martyrised society, — on the left 
The well-born, on the right ihc merest mob. 
To treat u equals ! — 'lis anarchical j 
It means more than it uys ; 'lis damnable. 
Why, sir, we can't hive even our ctilTec -vrd 



Unles 



" Here, Miss Uigh ! " 

" Jx,rd H'.w. 

k„^I,r,r^■, Inrwi. Wl^t'l ill ihl. wa.ut 



"Oh, /ippr'ne >,f n 
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Nor evwi of Romnev, though he'» worth ui both. 
We're aU gone wrong. The nine in m i» lo»t ; 
And whistling down btck illeys W the moon 
Will never catch it." , , u 

Let me draw Lord Howe. 
A bom irutocrat, bred radical, 7^° 

And educated socialiit, who still 
Goes floating, on iradidonj ot" his kind. 
Across the iheoretie flood from France, 
Though, like a drenched Noah on a rotten deck. 
Scarce safer for his place there. He, at least. 
Will never land on Antu, he knows. 
To recommence the wotld on the new plan : 
Indeed, he think*. Mid world had better end. 
He svmpathisci rather with the fish 7*9 

Outside, than with the drovvncd paired be«ts within 
Who cannot couple again or multiply, — 
And Ihat-s the sort of Noah he ii. Lord Howe. 
He never could be anything complete. 
Except a loyal, upright gentleman, 
A liberal landlord, graceful diner-out. 
And entertainer more than hospitable. 
Whom authors dine with and forget the hock. 
Whatever he bel'ieTe*, and it i) much. 
But nowise certain, now here and now diere. 
He still has svmpathies beyond his creed 
Diverting h\m from action. In the House, 
No party counts upon him, whilf for all 
Hi) speeches have a noticeable weight. 
Men like his books too (he has written books), 
Which, sale lo he beside a bishop's chair. 
At times outreach ihcmsclve! with jets of fire 
At which the foremost of the progressists 
Ma^ warm audadous hands in passing by. 
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Of statute over-tall. 
Light hair, that seer 
And eyes that, whej 
Their whole weight 
[n wishing you unm 
Until you know not 
Or thank him. — " 

Said he ; "attd Roi 
h nowise right. T 
That's love ! he lak 
And acts a play witl 
To show what cruel 
And how we should 
While he. Prince H 
(Who keeps us too 
By symbol, to instrt 
To fill the ditches u| 
And live together in 
What then ? — he'a 
And bind him." 

Pulls stronger at us 1 
The crammed atilcs 

life. 
Dear Heaven, what 

Which makes him d 

1, :•>:>. «e somcwhi 
I -hjuM have h-cn 
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The fable's worse than Hamlet's I'll concede. 

The terrible people, old and poor and blind. 

Their eyes cat out with plague and poverty 

From seeing beautiful and cheerful sights. 

We'll liken to a brutalised King Lear, 

Led out, — by no means to clear scores with wrongs — 

His wrongs are so fiu* back, he has forgot 

(All's past like youth) ; but just to witne» here 

A simple contract, — he, upon his side. 

And Regan with her sister Goneril 

And all the dappled courtiers and court-fbob 

On their side. Not that any of these would say 780 

They're sorry, neither. What is done, it done. 

And violence is now turned privilege. 

As cream turns cheese, if buried long enough. 

What could such lovely ladies have to do 

With the old man there, in those ill-odorous ng». 

Except to keep the wind-side of him ? Lear 

Is flat and quiet, as a decent grave ; 

He does not curse his daughters m the least : 

Be these his daughters ? Lear b thinking of 

Hb porridge chiefly ... is it getting cold 

At Hampstead ? will the ale be served in pots ? 

Poor Lear, poor daughters ! Bravo, Romiicy*s play ! " 

A murmur and a movement drew around, 

A naked whisper touched us. Something wrong. 

What's %vrong? The black crowd, 9m an orer- 

strained 
Cord, quivered in vibration, and I saw • • 
Was tluit bu face I saw ? • • • his • • 

Leigh's • • • 
Winch tossed a sodden horror fike a sponge 
Imo all eyes, — while himsdf stood white opon 

md tried to tpedLy 800 
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And (ailed, and Gfted higher above hb head 

A letter, ... as a roan who drowns and gasps. 

" My brotheri, bear with me ! I am very weak. 
I meant but only good. Perhaps I meant 
Too proudly, and God snatched the circumstance 
And changed it therefore. There's no marriage — 

none. 
She leaves me, — she departs, — she disappean, — 
I lose her. Yet I never (breed her ' ay,' 
To have her « no ' so cast into my teeth 
In manner of an accosadon, thus. 810 

My friends, you are dismissed;. Go, eat and drink 
According to the programme, — and fiurweO ! " 
He ended. There was silence in the church. 
We heard a baby sucking in its sleep 
At the (arthest end of the aisle. Then spoke a man : 
«« Now, look to it, coves, that all the beef and drink 
Be not filched (rom us like the other fim. 
For beer's spilt easier than a woman's lost ! 
Thb gentry b not honest with the poor ; 819 

They bring us up, to trick us." — *« Go it, Jim,'* 
A woman screamed back, — " I'm a tender-sool* 
I never banged a child at two years old 
And drew blood (irom him, but I sobbed lor it 
Next moment, — and I've had a plagoe of seven. 
I'm tender ; I've no stomach even (or beei^ 
Until I know about the pA that's lost. 
That's killed, mayhap. I did misdoubt, at first. 
The fine lord meant no good by her orna. 
He, maybe, got the upper hand of her 
By hol<£ng up a wedding-ring, and dien • • • %y> 
A choking finger on her throat kst ni^iC, 
And jost a dorer tale to ke^ w tfillv 
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As the is, poor lost innocent. • Disappear ! ' 

Who ever disappcari except a ghoii i 

And who believes a story of « ghost ? 

I ask you, — would a girl go off, instetd 

or staying lo be married ? a fine tale ! 

A wicked nun, I say, a wicked man ! 

For my part, I would rather starve on gin 

Than make my dinner on his beef and beer. " — S40 

Al which a cry rose up — " We'll have our right). 

We'll have the girl, the girl ! Your hdici ihcrc 

Are married safely and smoothly every day. 

And iht shall not drop through into 1 trap 

Because she's poor and of the people : ihame 

We'll hii'e no tricks played ojby gentlefolk ; 

We'll see her righied." 

Through the rage and roar 
I heard the broken words which Romney flung 
Among the turbulent masses, from the ground 
He held siill with his masterful pale face,— 850 

As huntsmen throw the ration to the pack. 
Who, falling on it headlong, dog on dog 
In heaps of fury, rend it, swallow it up 
With yelling hound-jaws, — his indignant words. 
His suppliant words, his must pathetic words. 
Whereof 1 caught the meanir.g here and there 
By his gesture . . , torn in morsels, yelled across. 
And so devoured. From end lo end, the church 
Rocted round us like the sea in norm, and then 
Broke up like the earth in earthquake. Men cried 
out 860 

" Police " — and women stood and shrieked for God, 
Or dropped and swooned ; or, like a herd of deer 
(For whom the black woods suddenly grow alive. 
Unleashing their wild shadows down the wind 
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To hunt the creatures into comeri, back 
And forward), madly fled, or blindty fell. 
Trod screeching underneath the feet of those 
Who fled and screeched. 

The last sight left to me 
Was Romtiey's terrible calm face above 869 

The tumuli ! —the last sound was " Pull him down ! 
Strike — kill him ! " Stretching my unreasoning tniu. 
As men in dreams, who vainly interpose 
'Twixt gods and their undoing, with a cry 
I stru);gtcd to precipitate myself 
Head-foremost to the rescue of my soul 
lo that white lace, ... till some one caught me 

hack. 
And so the world went out, — I felt no more. 

What followed was told alter by Urd Howe. 

Who bore me senseless from the strangling crowd 

In church and street, and then reurncd alone 880 

To see the tumult quelled. The men of law 

Had fallen ai thunder on a roaring fir-. 

And made all silent, — while ihe people's smoke 

Fused eddying slowly from the emptied aisles. 
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The Iciicr lo me bv his t:\cr.d I^rJ Ho«c 
Some two h.jur^ arrcr, (jlded in a -heel 
On which hi- well-kn-rvn hjnd h^J Icti a 1 
Here'. M-riiii's Iciier. 

■■Noble tViend. d 
Be paiicni wiih me. Never (hinl; me vile 
Who might to-morrow morning be your wi 
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But that I loved you more than such ■ nime. 
Farewell, my Romney. L« mc write it once, — 
My Romney. 

■ ' 'Tis so preiiy a coupled word, 
I h»t-e no heart to pluck it (\-iih a blot. 
We i»v 'my Gad ' sometimes, upon our kneet. 
Who is not therefore vexed : lo bear with it . . . 
And me. I know I'm foolith, weak, ■nd v>in: 900 
Yet most of all I'm angry with myself 
For losing your la;i footstep on the stair 
That last time of youf coming, — yesterday ! 
The very first time I lost step of yours 
(Its sweetness comes the next to what you sp««k). 
But yesterday lohs look me by the throat 
And cut me ofF from music. 

■• Mister Leigh, 
You'll set me down is wrong in many things. 
You'w praised me, sir, for truth,— and now you'U 

learn 
I had not courage to be rightly true. 9'° 

I once began to tell you how she came. 
The woman . . . and you stared upon the floor 
In one of your fiied thoughts . . . which put me 

For that Jay. After, some one spoke of me. 

So wisely, and of you, fo tenderly. 

Persuading me to silence for your sake , . . 

Well, well ! it seems this moment I was wrong 

In keeping back from telling you the truth : 

There might be truth betwixt us two, at least. 

If nothing else. And yet 'twas dangerous. 910 

Suppose a real angel came from heaven 

To live with men and women t he'd go mad. 

If no considerate hand should tic ■ blind 
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Across his piercing eyes. 'Tls thus mih you : 
You see us too much in your heavenly light ; 
I ilways thought so, angel, — and indeed- 
There's dinger that you beat yourself to death 
Against the edgrs of this alien world. 
In some divine and fluttering pity. 

" Ves, 
It would be dreadful for a friend of yours, 930 

To sec all England thrust you out of doors 
And mock you from the windows. You might wy. 
Or think (that's worse) 'There's some one in the 

I miss and love sttll.' Dreadful ! 

" Very kind, 
I pray you mark, was Lady Waidemar. 
She came to see me nine times, rather ten — 
So beautiful, she hurts one like the day 
Let suddenly on sick eyes. 

" Moil kind of all. 
Your cousin ! — ah, most like you ! Ere you came 
She kissed me mouth to mouth : I felt her soul 9+0 
Dip through her serious lips in holy fire. 
God help me, but it made me arrogant; 
I almost told her that you would not low 
By taking her to wife : though ever since 
I've pondcrcJ miuh a c;ruin thir;;: -he I'k-d . . . 
.Hel.ves you. NUrNn." . .^ . i:>^^^s.,rt of mllJ 

Her babe, ' You'll (ouch thai siir, you thlnk^? ' 

I know 1 never touched il. 



Babes grow an,i \o.f (he hoj^ of tmn,-> a >-s 
A silver threepence leti them leaping high - 



ISO 



Yet tald yoa nofteng. God, 
And let tbis letter bfcak of 
Jott keie ! But no — -iar f 
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I never could be happy as jronr w^ 
I never could be karnJeas as jronr 6kad. 
I never vrill look more into jronr 6ce 
Tin God sajs < Look ! ' I durse jm. 
Nor rex jonrsdf witk lamentable t k o a^hts 
Tbat peradventme I bave come to 
Be sme I*m vrefl, Fm merry, Vm at 
Bot neb a long way, long way, long nray o^ 
I tlunk yoa'n find me sooner in my grave. 
And tiutt*8 my dioice, observe. For 
An over g en ero u s 6iend vriS care fiir me 
And keep me nappy • • • nappscr ... 

•• Tbeie's a Uot ! 
Tlus ink ram diick • • . vpe Bgbt gitb ^^i^ 

weep • • • 
And keep me happier ... was the thmg to siy. 
Than as your wife I could be. — O, my sar, 970 
My saint, my soul ! for snrdy you're aay 
Through whom God tosiched mc ! I am 
I camiot thank you for the good you <fid. 
The tears you stopped, which fcfi down faiOEily, 
Like these — the times you made me vreepEr jot- 
Ac hoping I should leam to vrrito your noKs 
And save the dring of your eyes» at mg^ ; 
And most kr dmt sweet duice you kiaed WKf Bpa 
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Tfvould be k»d to icnd. 
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ButycttT be 

or ops and «fewiis. \ty baud sUkc% I am UU * 

^°» yMr at wntxBg at die bc5c. * 

I nied to imke xny ^"s the war «c^ ,„ 

FnLvdl. Christ love too^ Sm • 

— »♦ • * 



^ » ? For vky% her tmncbing^ fbo&k 
^c mnsed on with coojcctuxal tanmsr. 
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M if some nildle of a suanmer-cTQuii 
C^ which Qoe tries aniike suniliciiiies 
a spotted Kt 
a screen of 
3^*^ shn& the heavens* co n v e t Ui aJ secret «p 
fnm mortib overbofd. We souxhc die sme • 
one kwed bmt so perhaps (sach words mean hiv«V 
That, worked on by some dbrewd perfivSoi 
(^Amd dicn I thoogbc of Lady Waltkmar), 
Snr fcft him^ not id hurt him ; or pcHups 
Sfce hived one ht her dass, — or Sd mx. love, 
kt nmscd opon her wfld bad trampisg 1& 
Un^^e fiee bkxid fttttsted at her heai^ 

by the roadside hedge 
■eing put to Romney^t 
Of phflanchropkat self-sacrifice 
Irrevocably. — CSris are girls^ beside, 
Thoogbc I, and Qke a wed^fing by 
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One moonbeam from the foreheid to the crown ! ' 

Or else . . . " You Kite youf lip m_!uch I Wiy 

It spoUs me for the Mniling of the rest," 

And so on. Then a wonhless g«ud or two 

To ktep for love, — a ribbon for the ncek. 

Or lomc glMS pin,— ihey have their weight with. 

girl«. 
And Romney lought her many day* and wcekl : 
He jified all the refuse of the town, lOlO 

Explored the trains, inquired among the ihipi. 
And felt the country through from end to end ; 
No Marian ! — though 1 hinted what I knew,— 
A friend of his h»d reason* of her own 
For throwing back the match — he would not hear : 
The Udy had been ailing ever since. 
The shock had harmed her. Something in hii tone 
Repressed me ; something in me shamed my doubt 
To a »igh repressed too. He went on to wy 
That pvuting tjueitions where his Marian lodged, lojo 
He found she had received ibr visitor*. 
Beside* himself »nd Udy WaJdcmar 
And, that once, me —a dubious woman dreiied 
Beyond us both : the rings upon her hands 
Hid dazed the children when she threw them pence ( 
" She wore her bonnet ai the queen might hers. 
To (how the crown." they *aid, — ;;a icarlet crown 
Of roses that had never been in bud. 



When Romney told me that, 
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1 and then 
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1 looked upon the groun<l 
To escape the anguish of his eyes, and asked 
A* low as when you speak to moumeri new 
Of those they cannot bear yet to call dead, 
" If Marian had » much a* named to him 
A certain Rose, an early friend of hen, 
A mined creature." 

"Never.'* — Starting up 1050 
He itrode from side to *ide about the room. 
Most like some priscned lion sprung awake. 
Who has fel; the desert sting him through hi* dreanu. 
" What was I to her, that she should tell me aughi t 
A friend ! was / a friend ? I see all clear. 
Such devils would pull angels out of heaven. 
Provided they could reach them ; 'tis their pride ; 
And that's the odds 'iwixt soul and body plague I 
The veriest slave who drops in Cairo's street 
Cries ' Stand ofF from me ' to the passengers ; I060 
While these blotched souls arc eager to infect. 
And blow their bad breath in a lister's face 
As if they got some ease by it." 

I broke through. 
" Some natures catch no plagues. I've read of b«bc* 
Foand whole and sleeping by the sponed breast 
Of one a full day dead. 1 hold it true. 
As I'm a woman and know womanhood. 
That Marian Erie, however lured from place. 
Deceived in way, keeps pure in aim and heart 
As now thii'i drifted from the garden-buik 1070 
To the open road." 

'Twas hard to hear him laugh. 
" The figure's happy. Well — a doien cans 
And trampen will secure you presently 
A fine white anow-drifi. Leave it there, your laow : 
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'Twill pass for soot ere sunset. Pure in aim ? 

She's pure in aim, I grant you, — liiic myietf. 

Who thought to take the world upon my back 

To carry it o'er a chasm of social ill. 

And enil by letting slip through impotence 

A single sod, a child's wdght in a soul, 1080 

Straight down the pit of hell ! jcs, J and she 

Have reason to be proud of our pure aims." 

Then softlv, as the last repenting drop 

Of a ihunder-shower, he added, "The poor child. 

Poor Marian ! 'twas a luckless day for her 

When firli she chanced on my philanthropy." 

He drew a chair bc-idc me, and sal down ; 

And 1, insdnetively, as women use 

Before ■ sweet friend's grief, — when, in his ear. 

They hum the tune of comfon though themselves 

Most ignorant of the special words of such, 1091 

And quiet so and fortify his brain 

And give it time and strength for feeling out 

To reach the availing seme beyond that sound, — 

Went murmuring to him what, if ivriiien here. 

Would Ecem not much, yet fetched him belter help 

Than peradvcnture if it had been more. 

J've known the pregnant thinkers of our time. 
And (tood by breathless, hanging on their lips. 
When some chromatic sequence of fine thought 1 100 
In learned modulation phrased itself 

To «n .,n^nn;^«..r^H h.rm^nv nf <r,„h ■ 
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Which mcjnt leis than " 1 love )0J,"' than by all 
The full-voiced rhetoric oftho^e ma"er- mouths. 

•■ Ah, dear Aurora," he began at lait. 

His pale lips fumbling for a sort of 'mile, 1 1 10 

" Your printer's devils have not spoilt your heart : 

That's well. And who knows but, long years ago 

When you and 1 talked, you were somewhat right 

In being so peevish with me t You, at least. 

Have ruined no one through your dreams. Instead, 

VoiI*ve helped the facile youth to live youth'* day 

With innocent distraction, still perhaps 

Suggestive of things better than your rhymes. 

The little shepherd -maiden, eight vein old, 

I've seen upon the mountains of Vaucluse, 1 1 so 

Asleep i* the sun, her head upon her knees. 

The flocks all scattered, — is more laudable 

Than any sheep-dog, trained imperfectly. 

Who bites the kids through too much zeal." 

•' I look 
As if I had slept, then ! " 

He was touched at once 
By something in my Ciet. Indeed 'twas sure 
Tliit he and I, —despite ■ year or two 
Of younger life on my side, and on his 
The heaping of the years' work on the days. 
The three-hour speeches from the member's seal, 1 1 30 
The hot committees in and out of doors. 
The pamphleu, "Arguments," ■•Collective Views," 
Tossed out u straw before sick houses, just 
To show one's sick and so be trod to din 
And no more use, — through this world's umIct- 

The burrowing, groping effort, whence the arm 
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And heart come torn, — 'twas sure that he ind I 

Were, after a!l, unequally fatigued ; 

That he, in his developed manhood, stood 

A little sunburnt by the glare of life, 1 140 

While 1 ... it seemed no sun had shone on me. 

So many seasons I had missed my Springs. 

My cheeks had pined and perikhed iiom their orbi. 

And all the youth-blood in them had grown while 

As dew on autumn cyclamens : alone 

My eyes and forehead answered for my face. 

He said, " Aurora, you are changed — are ill I " 

" Not *o, my cousin, — only not asleep," 

I answered, smiling gently. " Let it be. 

You scarcely found the poet of Vaucluse 

As drowiy as the shepherds. What is ar 

But life upon the larger scale, the higher. 

When, graduating up in a spiral line 

Of still expanding and ascending gyres. 

It pushes toward the intense significance 

Of all things, hungry for the Infinite ? 

Art's life, — and where we live, we sulfer and toil." 

He seemed to sift me with his painful eyes. 

" You take it gravely, cousin j you refuse 

Your drcunUnd's right of common, and green rot. 

You break the mythic turf where danced the nymph*, 

With crooked ploughs of actual life, — let in 

The axes to the legendary woods. 
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- •"•■.' "Ni^^, "there", the point 
We sweep iboui r,r ever in irgumcni. 
Lite swallows which the eiasperjte, dying year 
Sets spinmng m bUct circles, ro^nd and round. 
Preparing for far flights o'er unknown seas. 
And we, where tend we > " 

" The whole creauon, from the hour we are bori 
Perplexes us with (juesiioni. Not a stone 
But cries behind ui, every weary step, 
.'Where, where ? ' I leave stone, to reply to .tone. 
Enough for me and for my fleshy heart 
Tohearken the invocations of my kind, ngo 

When men catch hold upon my shuddering nerres 
AnJ shnek • What help i what hope t what br«d i* 

the house, 
•What fire i' the frost f There must be aomc 

response. 
Though mine fail utterly. Thij social Sphinx 
Who siu between the sepulchres and stewi. 
Makes mock and mow against ihe crystal heaveu. 
And bullies God, — eMcii a word at least 
From each man standing on the side of God, 
However paying a sphinx-price for it. 
We pay it also if we hold our peace, 1 ijjo 

In pangi and pity. Let me speak and die. 
Alas, you'll say I speak and kill instead." 
I pressed in there. •• The best men, doing their beat. 
Know peradventure least of what they do ; 
Men usefullest i' the world are limply used ; 
The nail that holds the wood must jnerce it firM, 
And He alone who wields the hammer sees 
The work advanced by the earliest blow. Take 
bean." 
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«« Ah, if I could have taken yours ! *' he said, 
"But that's past now/' Then rising, — ••! will 
take "oo 

At least your kindness and encouragement. 
1 thank you. Dear, be happy. Sing your songs. 
If that's your way ! but sometimes slumber too. 
Nor tire too much with following, out of breath. 
The rhymes upon your mountains of Delight. 
Reflect, if Art be in truth the higher life. 
You need the lower life to stand upon 
In order to reach up unto that higher ; 
And none can stand a-dp toe in the place 
He cannot stand in with two stable feet. 1 210 

Remember then ! — for Art's sake, hold your life." 

We parted so. I held him in respect. 

I comprehended what he was in heart 

And sacrificial greatness. Ay, but he 

Supposed me a thing too small, to deign to know : 

He blew me, plainly, from the crucible 

As some intruding, interrupting fly. 

Not worth the pains of hb analysis 

Absorbed on nobler subjects. Hurt a fly ! 

He would not for the world : he's pitifiil i ««o 

To flies even. "S'mg, " says he, ««and tease me 

still. 
If that's your way, poor insect." That's your way ! 
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A POEM IN NINE BOOKS. it 56. 

Anrora Leifh. First Book. Aurora, still very young, 
recalls some childish memories of her mother and then 
telk the story of her early life — how her father, an austere 
Englishman, had gone to Florence for a month for the pur- 
pose of studying the secret of some of Da Vinci* t engineer- 
ing works, and while there saw in a church procession a 
beautiful young Florentine girl, with whom he imme- 
diately fell in love. He married her, but a few years later 
she died, leaving the little Aurora, four years old. The 
father then left Florence and retired to the mountains in 
the country, for he believed that his child, deprived of her 
mother as she was, needed the more the influence of 
Mother Nature. There they lived for nine yean, the 
child* s imagination centred upon her mother* s portrait, 
which became in her eyes now one, now another creature 
of fancy grown fimiliar to her in her studies and read- 
ing, while her father taught her ** what he knew best, 
love and grief,** and as she says later, all he knew of 
Latin and Greek, regardless of its fitness for a child. 

When she was thirteen her father died, and the grief- 
stricken child was sent to England to live with her maiden 
aunt, a well-meaning but unsympathetic person who bad 
never forgiven her brother for marrying an Italian. 

She gives an account of the studies her aunt thought k 
fitting for her to pursue, which include icligioua docoines^ 
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history, geography, music, painting, embroidery, and so 
on, a system of education which, though its shallowness 
met with Aurora's scorn, was endured by Ker« 

She, however, began to pine under this rigime and 
looked so pale that her aunt's neighbors said she would 
certainly die. In this unsympathetic atmosphere her 
cousin Romney was something of a friend, though their 
natures differed : she was an idealist, looking alwajrs for 
the gods, while the woes of humanity weighed heavily 
upon his mind. 

Though she was not inclined to respond to the 
interest her cousin Romney took in her, she began to 
revive, partly through his kindness, she thinks. The 
beauty of the world about her had its effect upon her, too, 
and she found herself beginning to enjoy reading her own 
books in her own little room, thinking her own thoughts, 
and then slipping out to wander on the hills before the 
others were up in the morning. Her reading included 
books good and bad, and in spite of the dangers to a 
young mind in having evil presented in the guise of 
beauty as it often appears in the book-world, she breasted 
her way through all these deeps of knowledge and found 
henelf ever brought nearer to the central truth. All 
these books she discovered in a garret, in boxes with her 
father's name, and in fear and trembling stole off with 
them, putting a book under her pillow at night and 
anxiously ^vaiting for the sun to rise so that she might 
begin to read it. 

Thus it was she chanced upon the poets, who opened a 
new world to her. 

From here to the end of the book she talks about 
the poets and her own aspirations toward poetry, claiming 
for poets the rdle of *< the only speakers of essential 
truth." Doubtful of her own powers, she is yet 
intoxicated with the idea of becoming a poet, and be^ns 
to write poems which she describes as having the false 
note of imitation and pretended agcdnesa frequently char- 
actcriiticcMf youthful poemt. 



Her aunt, noticing the " soul agaze" in her eyes, and 
being afraid of souls, keeps her all the more closely to her 
tasks, but the new inner life brings fresh vigor to Aurora, 
and happy in her newfound power she resolves to live, 
and in thus living a true life learns to love her father's 
land, and to enjoy her rambles alone or with Romney and 
his friend the painter, Vincent Carrington, and thus ends 
the first stage of her develcipment. 

Lines 10-14. / ha've not 10 far left the ecaUt rflife^ etc, s 
compare with the closing of the ninth stanza of Words- 
worth's ** Ode on the Intimations of Immortality." 

a4. ScMdi: plural of scudo. Formerly a Roman gold 
coin worth about $15.70. Now the name of an Italian 
coin worth about $1.02. 

S7. Love's Di*uifie fflieh bums and hurU noti m. 
reference to the bush in Exodus iii., a — «« And the 
angel of the Lord appeared unto him in a flame of fire 
out of the midst of a bush : and he looked, and, behold, 
the bush burned with fire, and the bush was not con- 
sumed." 

7>- Da VtneV s drains t this great artist (1451-1519) 
was also distinguished as an architect and engineer, and 
among other things constructed the aquedua which 
supplies Milan with water. 

77. Square^ of the Santissima : in front of tlie fine 
church Santissima Annunziata, founded in 1150. 

80-85. A train of priestly banners^ etc, : this is a 
description of a church festival such as they still have in 
Italy in honor of the saints or of certain evenu in the life 
of Jesus or Mary, or Joseph, etc. This might have been 
a festival in honor of the Purification of the Blessed Virgin, 
or as it is popularly called, the Festival of Candles, because 
the tapers which the foithful carry in procession to the 
church are blessed. 

• wa. Santa Croces this church dates back to 1297, 
when it was begun by Franciscan monks, though little 
remains of the original building. It is striking from ita 
aize and is almost surrounded by moiiuments of great 
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Line 111. Tht mauntaim aba-vt Ptiago t a pictiirtsc|u« 
village not far t'rom Fiorcnctr. From it a steep path 
through pine moods uccnds to upland me;vd(™» covered 
with ttowers and watered by running Kreami, and not fu 
off ii the convent of Vallombrosa, surrounded by more 
ivoodi and ninuntalni. 

iM> /*»'/ Pti'' ivhitt gaaii! goat* were ncred to 
Pan, the god with the gmu thighs and hoof* and honu. 
After her in.tnncr the poet makei tier own variation on 
the myth and tyntholliei the itimului to be derived frotn 
nature ai the milk of the white goati of Pan, the natur* 

ISO. Camtritra: waiting woman or maid. 

■ja. Pilti: this magnifiecnl palace li almott oppositt 
to Casa Guidi, where Mm. Browning wrote rnoit of 
" Aurora Leigh," Hare layi thai it was begun in 1441 
from a design of Brunelletchi (though (hit ii doubted by 
tome) by Luia Pilti, and vrai jold by hii Jeicendanu in 
1549 w the firil Eleanon of Toledo, wife of Cocimo I, 
It tns long the residence of the giand-dukcs, and a now 
(wcupied by King Victor Emm.-inucl. 

ijfi. A IfvtHg PiyeU tube hiei light »f !.ev< i a refer- 
ence to the inddcnt in the myth of Piyrhe and Cupid 
where, her cirio«ity getting the better of 1 tr beeaute ihe 
hu been told )w^ husband a a monster, ih **kei a lamp 
and gazes on the sleeping Cupid. A dr of oil from 
the lamp falling upon Cupid awakes him, he flici off, 

leaving her forever, because love cannot iive with lui- 
picion. (See Gayley'l " Classic Myt"-! in English 
Ulcratute" for an account of the story, nhich ii told 
by Apuleius, ad Centuty, in his Mel morphoaa or 
" The Golden Ass." Also Mrs. Browni /s translation* 
from Aouleiiu in Vol. VI,, this edition.) 

1J7, ... .-~d of the three gor- 

gons, SuKini, Eun.. la, children of Pontot 

and Cmo^ iritoM 1 ^, 



was her chief glory, bm slw 
Minerva, wherrupun that 
charms and changed her 
serpents. After this shetui 
her. Perseus found her in 
with lier two silent sisters, : 
prayed thai her misery migl 
Perseus, guided by her imag 
her head. (See Ovid, Meta 
i-*49.) 

LIB* ih). Our Lady tflhi 
the Virgin Mary is sometitT 
in religious proces-.ions in 
which are symbolical of 
Lady." (Compare with 
Villa Down In the City," 
btrwtll BrawHiHg, ) 

161, lAimia in btr firil J 

with a face and upper |iar 
and exiremiilei like a serpc' 
Greek myth there was a L; 
on account of Jupiter's k 

cording to another account 
Junos jealousy, she cauf 
born children. The Lam' 
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The reference here, howe* 
by Keau, which he devek 
in Burton't " Anatomy of 
"Phlloitratus, in his fo 
hath a memorable instanci 
omit, of one Menlppus Lyi 
yean of age that, going ht 
met such a phaniasm in th< 
which, uking him by tbc h 



house, in the suburbs of Corinih, am! tclii liim she w.u 
a Phceniclan by birth, and if he would larry with her, he 
»hould hear her sing and play, and drink surh wine 3» 
never any drank, and no man ihould moleit him ; but 
ihe, being fair and lovely, would die with him that ku 
fair and lovely lo behold. The young man, a philos- 
opher, otherwise siaid and disrrecl, able lo moderate hi« 
patsions, though not this of love, larrieil wiili her awhile 
to hii great conienl, and at lati married her, lo whoie 
wedding, amongit other guuia, came Apoiloniui ; who, 
by »ome probable conjectures, found her out to be a ser- 
pent, a lamia ; and thai all her furniture tm, like Tan- 
talut" gold, deicribetl by Homrr, no lubslance, but mere 
illutioni. When she saw herself detericd, ihe wept, and 
dc«!red Apoilnnhii to be •ilcnl, but he would not be 
moved, and thereupon the, plate, house, and all ilial waa 
in it, vanished in an instant ( many thouunds took notice 
of this feet, for it was done in the midst of Greece." 

The pasiiages in Keats't poem illustrating Mrs. Brown- 
ing's reference are as follows : 

" ' Begone, foul dream I ' he cried gaiing again 
In the bride's face, where now no azure vein 
Wander'd on fair-spaced temples; no soft bloom 
Misted the ebeek; no passion to illume 
The deep-recessed viaEon; — all wai blight; 
Lamia, no longer fair, there lat a deadly white. 

She, as well 
A» her wealt hand could any meaning tell. 
Motion 'd him to be silent ; vainly so. 
He look'd and look'tl again a level — No t 
' A serpent I ' echoed he; no sooner said, 
Than with a frightful scream she vknished." 

Lisas i76-it4. My father . . . brain laoii Frem 
tkinbamU tftki nul. Hit Lazeriu, ttt.i the idea expressed 
in this passage, that Laiarxii, after having been raised from 
the dcail, lost hi* actual grip upon life, and his (ense of 
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that iccaunt. The Nlcen« Creed wu ilrawn up u tht 
council of N!ce, A.D. )i5, vrilh a view tv combatinft 
cenain hecnica, ei|iecially (hose of Arianiim. 

UMjt*- Tht ArlitUt! the thirty -nine artidn -.otitain 
the confeuion of faith nf ihe Church of EngUiid u 'n 
wa» evolved from 1 549, wlien Ctaniiiet drew ii|i a lerie* 
of article*, tn 1)71, when the dcrgy in convocation 
adopted them at they non Wand. — Tracli iigaimii lit 
Ttmtt I allusion to the " Traci for the Times," orrineR 
mo&lly by Nemnan, Puiey, aiul tCeble, ogainit the 
party of Church reform. The popular voice called for 
■n adaptation of the church to the i]>iill of the a^e, and 
the Tr^iccariani took reactionary meaaurei, defended iho 
[ighl( of iha clergy, llit principle of nlvalion through 
the tacnnienli, and the enchiiive authority of tlie viitible 
church. The poet iinpliw her oi*n ituidpoini by calU 
ing them Trarti ageiiul the tiniM. 

S9S. BuiiB,ivt'iiiiri-»''Pri{ia/ Ijtve" ! Saint Unoua. 
venture (tiat-ia74.). Cardinal and Bithop of Aliiaoo, 
wax a celebrated writer on ihcolojiy and pit i loin phy, who 
fol lowed the Plaloniiing atld niyalical mode uf (peculation. 
According to him, the intellect '» of inferior intcrnt when 
compared with the power of the heart. ReaMin can dis- 
cover tome of the moral tniiha which form the gmund- 
work of tlie Chtiittan (ydenii hul others it can only r^ 
ceive through divine illumination. The toul may evm 
rise to eCElalic union with God, and Ihe tiiprcme end of 
life h tuch union in intense, absorbing love. (See 
ariicle ■< Bonaventiira ■' in Encyclop.r.lii Brltaniilri.) 
The poet evidently rcfen herr to the catUinal docliinc of 
his philosophy, namely, love, and slic tniy luve had in 
mind his book, Uinirarium mentii ad miam," (he way of 
the !oul til Gcd. On account of hi* character he wa« 
called The Seraphic Doctor, and was canonized in 14,81 by 
Sentu* IV. 

«». Ktpt purt af Balxae and nn/ejiim: Baliac 
(1799-1S5S), celebrated French wiitcr of novel* dealing 
witli so much that ii evil in life that they are not coniid- 
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it vnt pointed out to him how difficult wa« a piece of 
mxisic ayoiing lady nai pbying. rc[.lied, " Would ihit it 
had been impossible." 

LintiM. ttpttt! ice Uaiali xjot., jj. 

411. Ntrfidi I water nympli* that preiidtd "ver riven 
andfci 



CtUaritu I ■ kind of walit. 

O*. Tht tarloiit-ihtU IPhick ilrw thi tragit fort 1 
JExhylm, who according lo the tradition wai killed 
while he w»» lillini; meditating in a field, by an ogle, 
which, miitaking hii bald head for a Flone, dropped « 
lortoiie on it to break the siiell. 

4B,. BriHvillieri lafrrrJ morr In iht •watir-Ur- 
turei Marie Marguerite, Matquiie de Brinvillicn. a 
celebrated criminal who was beheaded in 1676 for 

Eaisoning, in order lo »ecui« their fortunes, the father, 
rolhcrs, and sister of her hunband, for ihe wke of a 
young man, St. Croix, with whom »he waa in love. 
Madame de S^vign* write* thai ihe entered the room 
where the queitioning is done, and seeing three buckeu of 
waier, said, " It is asiuteilly t.i drown me, for from the 
(iie that I am, they cannot intend me lo drink all that." 
The water torture consiitj in forcing water down the 
throat. , ^ 

S36. thifglgronu black alif by " Tuirafrni: the 
fig originnllv from ihe iropiM hn been cultivated in the 
.otiihcm cpooi.io of Euro|« and America, and under 
very fiivonWe circumslantes tl;ey will ripen or " giow 
black" in England. 

611. Aim, my Ghila' t haitgraunJ: in the early 
Italian art the gold backgtoundi, diKlinctive of Byian- 
tine art, were frequently seen. Aurora's thoughu here 
flv from the Polden skv tor.l.mo-. .mia^n l«^Lo™..nH. 
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(" I'lfadiM Lnit,** L, joi.) 



Lib* A7t. Afi(ol}flie ; from the Creek word meaning 
'■revelation," and applied to il^i eipicial kind of* 
prophecy through tevcliilon thai makei uic of «yiiiboI* 
ical language as in the ApoI:alyp^e of John. 

M7. At fttliih unaivari ! thli ii ilmilar to ihe u%e of 
«a( unawares " as an adverbial eipreuiim meaning unn- 
peclcdly, found in Drydrn ami mhen, 

ju. Tbrof'hrail : a Greek philosopher who wii fini 
■ disciple of Plalo'i, then of Aiislotle'ii Aristotle ad- 
mired him 10 much that he gave him the name Theo- 
phraslui, " One «ho spealu divinely." Among hii 
booki ate "A Treatise on Plinli," "A History of 
Stones," and " Moral Chatactrri." He was bom about 
J70 B.C. , and lived to be very old. 

714. AHiaH ! an Italian historian and rhetorician who 
wrote Greek, and lived either in the lime of Adrian or of 
Alexander Siverui. 

Iis. Fii-ei : a kind of ball game thai rctcmblei ten- 
nis, in which three fives count aa the game. 

TJj. Ai diJ tht ■\tnmtn ftrmtriy By ji»ng AthilUi, Mt. i 
a reference to the ilory ihit in order to prevent Achillea 
from going lo the Trojan war, his moiher, Thetis, know. 
ing he would perish in the war, Knt him to the court of 
Lycomedes, king of the inland of Scyrot, where by hit 
mother's pcnuasion he disguised himself as a maidcri, 
and associated with the king's daughten, so concealing 
his identity. 

Tj>. fliu htek U erutr mil itml fmil -unit Uavei 1 
allusion to the well-known folk stoty of the two little 
children who were lotf in th^ woods, and died then and 
weic tenderly covered vp with leaves by robins. 
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I Lint 7)t. Saint Mithatl t in Daniel lliix name is given lo 

! » one of ihc chief prinees of llie heavenly hosi, Ihe gtiarJian 

j_ '^^ angel of Israel. He ap]ican in Jcwith theology ai the 

' *?! ' grc:iteE( of the angel.';, the first of the four who giiiround 

^ * Ihe throne i>f God. He it rcvcrcnceil ai ■ saint in the 

*- Catholic church t there la a special feilival lo Saint 

Michael and all the angeli. 

7«. ff^» Jiiliaguiihis 'Ttvixt Saul and Nahaih juitlj 
f ' atjint light 1 see I. Samuel xi. 

_ ^ " j«. Ltatia King Saul prrciittj al thi lin, Tb itrvt 

, - • King Da-viiii see the histoty of Saul .and David in I. 

. Samuel, also II. Samuel iii. 

* • 7J'- Far Alarie aj ivell m Charttiaagne : Aluic 

■ I (abo\it 400) aa king of ihe ViBigoihi sl:inds in the poet'* 

1 mind here (or barbariEm, vthile Charlemagne, who in too 

mi cronned Emperor of the West by Pope Leo III., 

ai a promoter of learning and a niie ruler, standi for 

I civ<li7alion. Yet, as the whole pasiage suggests, who 

I can Judge at first sight which contributes the most val- 

) ^ uabic elements r>f truth P Certainly not a child, and, bjr 

implication, not even the wise. 

»iS. Cygntf! a young swan. 

tit. Palimfieili a parchment in which the original 
ry ' " writing has been erased either with pumice stone or 

' M chemicals, and other writing put in its place, — Holagrtfii 

an autograph manuscript. 

»i7. DcfiliJ, traiti and nvtriA hj a mmt's; manf 
of the monkish tnanuscripls are palimpsests, valuable 
ancient manusctipli having been destroyed in this way to 
make room for some valueless dis^uisiliDn on the saints. 
!:>. Tit apuealyfst, by a Lengui i a facetious remark 
1 w on the part of the poet, for Longus was a Greek writer 

J of romance*, among which are " The Loves of Dapbnia 

f and Chloe." He lived either in the fourth or fifth cent- 

ti I Ijt. Alpha and amigai the first and last letters of the 

^ Gtcrk alphabet. 

ei9-V>S- Mj laglt, luilb bttb grafflims fiit ilUl bit 
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Liu lOM . span ikt aid butllci f — ifiill not tht tittv ivinr i 
that is, ihe fresh gcnlui ilimiUI be kcjit tor bcmr ihinga 
than the imitation of old fornii nhich cannot fully ex- 
pteu lu thoughts. (ForthealEutioniee Matthew h,, 17.) 

lODj-ieit. fiy Ktau's Mtul, rie, : in (hi* passage the 
pnei (lolnti out a notable dixinction between Krati, Ihe 
poet, who died at twenty yean of age, leaving a body of 
poetry of high artistic and emotional value, and Pogte and 
Byron, who were didactic and intellectual at this age. It 
might be qimlioned, however, whether Kead 11 the onlj 
" excepted soul" proving the rule that young poett 
write old, which litn ply means, as she luggesti in the fol- 
lowing linn, that they are imitative, or mix up memory 
with vision. Chaucer, Shakespeare, Spenser, Nfilton, 
Coleridge, Wordsworth, and Shelley might all be men- 
tioned ti poets who early struck an individual note. The 
fact is emphasiied, however, in the case of Keatt, be- 
cause of his very early death. 

ino. MuiT-Sfihinx : the Muse of windom I1 perhipa 
oitlj 10 be discovered by viewing (he past as well as as- 
piring toward the future. 

ton- Sauls lorre J/tigrrms ihimgi M carry itraigbl 
through ail Ihr jfUl laliptire tf tht tvarlJ 1 thai it, the 
•oul is like a spark that might set fire to the gunpow.ler 
(saltpetre ii the chief ingredient m gunpowder) of dan- 
nrous enthosiismi latent In society. 

logS. Men juJgf hardly ai brr-tmnelid 1 the expres- 
sion, " he has 1 bee in his bonnet," is used of any one 
iect. 

/, painl a bvdj totll, Ybu fttml 
m rtul by impliratiiM : compare with Robert Btowntng'i 
"FtaLippoLJppi," lines 199-101 : 

lLs sense. I aik? 
bg body 
ist go further 

(I mitrmttK BrtvmiKg, Vol r.) 
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«« Amen*' to a bishop^s prayer, and therefore she can 
approve hi« aims and give him her reverence. 

He catches at this and asks if she can give him no 
othei? help, to which she very properly retorts that he 
would scorn any help a woman could give. 

He then asks for what he declares a woman only can 
give, love and fellowship through bitter duties. 

His wooing, however, does not please Aurora 5 each 
attempt he makes sends her farther away from him 5 she 
cannot understand how, proved too weak to stand alone, 
she is yet considered strong enough to have Icancrs on 
her shoulders 5 she thinks she perceives that all he wants 
is some one to help him with his life work, not some one 
to love J he is married already to his social theory, and 
•he has no wish to be the handmaid of a lawful spouse ; 
•he objects that he does not consider her individuality at 
mil, but takes it for granted that a woman's work must 
be the same as her husband's whether she be fitted for it 
or not. In her case there is an especial fitness for art 
instead of economics. Furthermore, in her opinion, art 
b as much needed for the uplifting of humanity as social 

reform. . 

Thus she dismisses her lover, a good deal moved, but 
•ure she did not love him, though not sure but she might 
have loved him if he had truly loved her, and that under 
•uch circumstances she might have been happier than she 
now finds herself. Nevertheless, she is satisfied tliat her 
answer at the time was right. 

Her aunt coming upon the two talking learns, much to 
her indignation, that Aurora has refused Romncy. She 
tells Aurora something she did not know, namely, that 
•he is a dowerless orphan, her fether having lost any inher- 
itance for his child through marrying an Italian. Since 
there was a clause in the entail excluding offering by a 
foreign wife, and the property would therefore all be 
Romney's, his father had written to Aurora's fiither to 
ask hit baby daughter for Romney. This argument, at 
B^ht be expected, only settles Aurora more determinedly 



than ever against Romney. In spite of thb the aunt 
declares Aurora loves him, at which Aurora blushes in a 
give-away manner, though she declares it was not for 
love of Romney. To her indignant repudiation of the 
suspicion that she loves Romncy her aunt retorts she will 
give her another month for her final answer. 

A note from Romney the same day urges his love, 
and declares she shall be free to write women's verses, 
etc, but Aurora remains firm in her decision. 

After this she finds herself in the unpleasant position 
of being constantly watched by everybody, all being in- 
terested in trying to discover the secreu of her heart* 
This goes on for six weeks, when suddenly her aunt 
dies. She was found in the morning in the chair beside 
the bed with an unopened letter in her hand. On the 
funeral day the cousins meet again and as Aurora is 
about to take the carriage to the station, Romney stops 
her to tell her that her aunt's will leaves her all her per- 
sonal goods and funded moneys. He explains that the 
aunt died possessed of more than the three hundred 
pounds she already knew of i in fact, there is besides thirty 
thousand pounds. Aurora's suspicions are immediately 
aroused ; she questions Romney and pushes her point 
until she discovers that the thirty thousand pounds had 
been given to her aunt by Romney in order that it might 
be left to her. But it turns out that the offer of this gift 
was in the letter which the aunt held unopened in her 
hand when she died, so the gift had never been accepted, 
and Aurora, taking advantage of that fact, tears the letter 
up, thus refusing what she insists upon considering bounty 
from her cousin. 

The disappointed Romney humbly asks if he may 
know where she is going ; she tells him to London, and 
she asks him what he is going to do ; he tells her he has 
his work, and so with sadness and kind words they 
separate. 

Liae sS. . / cbo9Sf mo ^ji sweet bay or Laurus mohilisp 
formerly called laurel, the hvk only betng named baycs. 
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from the French haif, 'a btrry. Apclln, the guci of 
poetry, wu dccontni with laurel. The vit^torio»> Imth in 
H-an unJ In gimcs iverc crotvneil wiili Uiiiel. 

Lln> 40. Sar myrllt — luhUk mtant thitfiy Irvt: acrord- 
ing tn llie mylh the niolhcr, &lhcr, ami bcoihen of Myrcne, 
a bcauiifut Greek ^rl, were murdcrcJ by robbeti, and bIm 
nru carried off by them. She Mcnped, hoivever, and 
became a prieileu of Venus. A lover came upun the 
scene, and prumiied, if Myrcne trould give him her 
hand, he would bring to justice the murtlerera of het 
tamily, nhoxe hiding place Mytene had ditcovered. 
Veniis, offended at the defection of Iter favorite priolcu, 
cautci) the bridegroom to expire niddrnly, and changed 
the bride into a myrtle, which ahe ordered ihould remain 
green and odoriferuui throughout the year ai a proof of 
her aHectlon. Thui myrtle wai coniidered sacred to 
Venus, and wai reputed to be capable of both creating 
and preierving love, fiolh the Greeks and the Koniana 
coniidered it symbolic of love. 

ji. At twin ahtut •* thymi: the sLiir Carried by 
Bacchui nan called a ihynui. It wai twiited wirh Ivy, 
the plant sacred to Bacchus, and surmountet] by a pin* 

fli. Caryalil ! a female figure irtth anns upraised, 
used u a luppoiting column. 

■3. "fhr OrrtiJ in it kai a NaiaXt kiart And fmn 
far iK-a'tri : the Oread is 3 tree nymph ami leaned down 
to the water as if it were a naiad or water nymph, 

t,a. BaUaijuini: originally canopies of rich silk carried 
over the host (tncramcnt), but used in architecture to 
designate a canopy over the altar. The name come* 
from Baldach (Bagdad), the city in Turkish Asia whence 
the rich silks come. 

1)1. MiiHov) gadi, nymfbi btri and Iritani ihrrei 
nymphs were inferior goddesses either of the earth or iha 
water. They dwelt in groves, on the sumr-ills of moun- 
tains, in riven, streanis, glens, and grottoes. Triloni 
were itkfcrlor marine deities, who served other muiiM 
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Ltn* »n. Buljuil Ibi rich man anJjud Laxaruiy ite. : a 
soinenKai exiggcraied prcsenl.ninn of ihe modern j-rablem 
of the rich and ihe poor, iho'igh tiue in iti imiilicaiion 
that there u cufTenng for both. fSe* Luke xvi 
19-16.) 

i9«. Maitodonii extinct nniinali resembling i}ic ele- 
phant. Their remains are found in tlw tempcnite part* 
of both hcmisphetes. 

<ij. Da 1 hai a Hagar, ihiitkjea f Genesis xvi, 

<«. Thtj p'ui much eaium ,- oakum h the tangled 
mass of fihrei made hj uniwitiing strands of rope, atid 
used for calking seams between the planki of lioai.i. It m 
a. nell-knoirn occupaiion of priioncn in jail, and ii evi- 
dently instanced by the poet as the mort humble OTcupa> 
tion she could think of, 

4T4. IViU nal harlir, lir, Tht htaaiiful fir barttj : aa 
wpte^iTe way of saying tliat the loiil needs noiiriihmeot 
through art as much as the body nerdi nourishment 
through food. 

«i3-<>}- Ak, y»ur Feurieri failtd Bteauii net Meu 
tll9ug/i U MnJiriHtaJ TAal lift Jfvchpi fram itiithin 1 
Fourier (1771-1SJ7), one of tlic mmi celcbmed Socialist 
vriitera, proposed in his work "Theories des Qiiatre* 
Mouvements '" a scheme of socicly more or less mechan- 
ical. Society wni to be divided into departments called 
[dniaiiges, numbering about litlren hundred pcnnns, who 
wire to live in a common building, with a cettain portion 
of land allotted (o it for cultivation. These building* 
were to be made on a unifonn plan, and the domeitic 
amngemcnti hid down very elaboraicly. The slajite 
industry cf the phalange was to be agriculture. Out of 
' I a certain poition was to be deducted a* 
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r-|*ire and ulhtr Kr.jr!„! 

»79. nil allar-terms • the homt were the mml larred 
pan '.f ilie altar among the anrirnt Jem. tlovr thtr 
.irisln-ited I', imrenaln. In ibe famous ahar .,f Trlmj 
the Imms sprang ff„iu il.c ci.men of the altar and were 
shaped like those of an ox. 

■m- Malt Iphigfnia btunJ Al a fatal /IhUi i Ipbi- 
genia, the daughter of Agamemncin and Clyttmneitn, 
was about to he ticrifirrd by her fjthrt al >\Mli.. wlirn 

A.t.,„i.,r.l....,;,,j.y,.,K.„l,„, ,,,.;,,[ |.„i^, , ,, , ,., 

■I-.-.„r»,. wL^.c she «..•. .n.de ,„ -r.se .l,r ,,.,1.1. . .. , 
prirM.-.v Ar...r.liii(: to ihr M.yd., A.-im.r.,i..,n l„d 
«H'cnd.'.l Ancii.lr. eiibtr )«• i..se l.c brx.l k.lU.i a u.,,;, or 
boasted he was ai good a shot ai Artemis, or tUc Iwcause 
he failed 10 carry out a vow that he wuiild sacrifice ihc 
mojl beautiful thing the year produced to her. In con- 
sequence of this, the Ureek fieri upon the eve of its de- 
parture for Troy was becalmed al Aulls, Either the scfr 
Calchas or the Delphic oracle declared ihat the only wny 
to appease Artemis would be to sacKlice Iphigenia. 
Agamemnon al first objected, but finally gave nay |i> 
llie entreaties of Menelaus, and she was escorted t<i Auiii 
by Odysseus and Diomedes on the suppoiiiion that she 
was to be married to Achilles. (See Euripides, " Iphi- 
genia at Aiilis.") 

no. mint I tl0tJ Jumt a, GrijtU : Griseld or CrJs- 
clda is the type of a patient and long- %u tit ring wife. lire 
story is told by Chaucer in hii •'Clerk of Oienfurd'i 
Tale," having been derived by him from BoceicrlVi 
"Decameron" and from Petrarch. About the middle i>f 
the siitccnth century ■ song of Palieol Gritiel and 1 
prose history appeared. 

)». HaggeJ iftvali i at the time when Mn. Browning 
was writing, education for the mass of the people in F.rg- 
bnd wai very illy provided for, there being about right 
millioiu who could not read or write, and lb* cw ablii hm em 
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of Ragi^ tehooU or irhnoli Tot the jwior wat iindennken 
by privile tnfcrpMc. 

Line III. Ai tvkn iht Sfaniih manarth tre-wmJ tkt 
hwi Of hit JcaJ lin.t 1 iiMory felaWs lliiH Ptdro (he cnid 
of Spnui, -ificr 1I.0 .Iralh of liii wiff, Hhlulir .le Rc.iH.m, 
whom he (resiled villi |;t«iii cruelly, und wIki nai <in:illy pm- 
xoncd, and also the death of hi< iniMieii, Maria da H.idilla, 
convoked a cortet and declared ihnt Maria had been Li» 
lanful wife and thai for thii reawn alone he taxi refnied 
to live with Bhnche. Three of the kinf;'' crcalure» were 
brought forward who swore on ihe holj- gospels that tber 
' had been present at tilt weddinj;, and the cartes, though 
fcr from convinced of the fact, lieclared Maria the (giietn 
and her son Alfonso ihe heir of tlio kingdom. The itory 
which liti the alluiion better, however, it told of Pedm I., 
King of Portugal. He married ciandntinely Inei d« 
Castro, having been, for polilical reaioni, contracted to a 
Spanish princess. Three year? if'rr Inn wai murdered 
by order of her fither-in-hw. When Peiiro came to 
the throne rhortly afterwirds he had the body of Ine* 
taken from the grave, placed upon a magnificent throne, 
arrayed in robes of royally, and crowned Queen of Porlu- 
gal. The court wii then luminnnrd and compelled to 
do het humage ai if she were a living (jurtn. One fleih- 
leu hand held the tceptrc, and (he other the orb of 
royally. The night afler the coronation there wti A 
fiririif fiincml cufirpr txtiniliiig fur ni:inv miles each 
person carrying a torch. They eseofied the crowned 
■juccn, as !^he lay in her rich robes in a chariot drawn 
by biact niiiUs, 10 the royal abbey of Alcobaca for 
imrrnrnt. Her monument is still to be seen there with 
Don Petlro at the foot. The poet evidently confused 
the two Pedros. 

>i4. T/iiir Olympian crrwm i a reference to the 
crowns which the victon in the Olympic games recetred. 
They were simple wreaths of wild olive. These gunc* 
were celebrated every four yean at Olympia in Elis, and 
caikusted of variouf contesta of itTtogth aiul tkill. To 
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thrjr pitted, and recalli to her mind the cnurse of her 
life tince ihen : how ihe had taken a room up three flights 
of stain in Kensington, how (he had received insplntioit 
from watching the play of lunlight and fng over the Lon- 
don roofii, how she had written eirellcnl things indifTer- 
cnlly, and bad thing) cicellenily, and been praised ctpe- 
cialty fur the latter, how youths and miideni thowcred 
their appreciative letters ii|Hin her until the woke up to 
the fact that (he wai becoming ;iopular, and then realiie« 
tiial ihe h*s so far merely been playing with art. 

Vet (he feels that ihe hai the liKhl ilufT in her, an<I 
hencefonh let^ herself to work more stri..i><1y, ahh'.iigh 
obliged to give pan of her time to the iHnikiellcn at re- 
viewing and hack work rif variooi njrl«, in -.(der to 
supply the neees'.itici of her life. Her neat book, though 
it did not please the critics as well ai her earlier work, 
pleased herself much belter, for the knew that, in tpite 
of faults, she had really put her hurt and soul intn it. 

Juti at this time she is surprised by a visit from m. 
(tranger, Lady Waldemar. who she soon learns had 
climhcil her three flights of stairs to her lodging to con- 
fess to her that she is in love with her cousin Romncy 
Leifih, and that Romncy, in accordance with his viewi 
in regard to biidging over the chasm between the rich 
and the poot, is about to marry a poor girl of the people. 

Lady Waldemar describes how she has interested her- 
self in Romnev's 
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H gatng *o better Ladjr WiMeoMr'i pnipecti, biil Ladj 
Waldemar cxplaini lliat ibc ex)iecu Aurora, alter ilw 
hai *ccn the girl, to distuade Konincy frum marrying 
her. Aurora decbrei ih« hat no power nor niiti to 
break the match, and Ladjr Waldcmar goes otf in high 

Two hour* after Aurom (ccka out Marian Erie in licr 
dingr quaners in a dctperaie neighborhood. After d*- 
■eribtng Marian Erie'* appearance, she relates her Moiy, 
not at Marian t'dd it, but in her own pauicmate wonU. 
Marian wai bom upon the ledge of the Malvern Ulk, ber 
father a worker at taitdom jobs, who drank and cur*ed 
htt wife when there were no more pence for drink, her 
mMher beating her In revenge for her own bad treatment. 
Marian, however, was an unusual child. She crept away 
ftom home through the liddi of gorse to gaie up at the 
•ky, from which the gained more civiliting influences than 
the did from Sunday-school tater. At Sunday-school, 
however, the knew one little girl the loved. Rote, who 
had became bad lincc, and here alto, in learning about 
God, she realised more and more with anguish the 
degradation of her lather and mother. 

Her patent* u«ed to lake ber with them when the^ 
went on their trampa, and the had teen towni and fain, 
once Manchettcr arid mice the tea. Tbut the lived and 
Icirned, people bein^ kind to her, and pedlers, when they 
fniin.! slic cniild rend, t«ssm^ \\tr fioni their packs some 
mulLLiled voltime, from v.hlch she du.se llie gimd lliitigs, 
wliile the had lhiiij,'d she lore into bits so dial none m\^■'ht 
read ihcm. llcr parents did not I'md this diild. whose 
pleasure was lo lliink ot' rliymcs from her small slock of 
poem:;, >cry satisfactory, for out-door jobs went ill with 
her, and household work she was not bom to, yet she 
earned something knitting hose and darning stockings. 
If her parents had stayed in the North they might have 
got something out of her in factory work, but as it wat 
they could only tramp wiih her. Finally, one day her 
mathcr told her to a neighboring tquire, and the poor 
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Line 86. All tru9 poets laugh unqutnchablj lAke Shake* 
speareand the gods s an allusion to Shakespeare* s inimitable 
humor and to the passage in Homer which describes the 
inextinguishable laughter of the gods. (** Odyssey/* 
Book viii.) 

8t-9o. Dante smiled IHth such a needy heart on tnvo 
pale lipSf We cry ** H'eep rather^ Dante ** .* Dante is a good 
example of a great poet whose temper is always more or 
less solemn and serious. 

98. A ninth seal x a facetious allusion based upon the 
account in Revelation of the book closed with seven seals, 
at the opening of each of which direfiil things happened. 
(See Revelation v., vi., vii., and viii.) 

loS. Phalansteries t associations formed according to a 
plan suggested by the socialist Fourier. The members lived 
in a dwelling common to all, making common stock of 
their capital and labor, and sharing the resulu according 
to their several investments. Used here as a general term 
to indicate Romney's schemes for the welfare of the 

people. 

laa. Dana'i t the beautiful daughter of Acrisius. An 
oracle having prophesied that a son of hers would be the 
means of his grandfather's death, she was shut up in an 
underground room, but Jupiter penetrated it in the form 
of a shower of gold and wooed her, and their son Perseus 
fulfilled the prophecy. 

x7a. Like some Druidic idoVs fiery brass : it is said that 
the Druids often indulged in human sacrifices. Accord- 
ing to the authorities on the subject, they used to make 
huge images of straw, the limbs of which were joined 
together and shaped by wicker-work. These images 
they filled with human beings, wild beasts, and wood for 
fuel, and then set fire to them. Information in regard to 
the Druids is not, however, considered altogether trust- 
worthy, and as likely as not some old writer may have 
described them as using idols of brass, luch as the poet 
alludes to, in the way above described, though we have 
not met fnth any mention of brass idols. 
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Llae 190. No one sings. Descending Sinai : the mountain 
where Moses received the ten commandments, a striking 
way of saying that awe-inspiring specucles do not inspire 
one to poetical creation. 

i9«.. On Parnassus mount Ton take a mule to climb and 
not a muse, etc. : Pam.-wsMK, being the mountain sacred to 
Apollo, stands for the fountain-head of poetry, but if the 
po^ seeks to climb thither he will find himself upon a 
mule instc-id of a muse. Similarly, nature fumisho no 
inspiration. The great city alone kindles the poetic 
spark. In other words, the modem poet must get hia 
inspirafion from the itrcthing human life around him 
rather than from the contemplation of religion symhol- 
ixed in "Sin.iij" fnmi cl.ixRiral nources symlmlixed in 
•• Parnassus ; " or from nature. 

197. Like Pharaoh* s armaments in the deep Red Sea t 
KxoiluK XV., 19-21. 

aoa. And you and Itrnrt s other singing girls. Ay, Mir' 
iam nvith them: Kxodus xv., 19-21. 

ai8. Colirgisse jwvat t it is profitable to have c«mie to- 
get her. 

asa. Like those hot fire-seeds of creation held In Jonje^i 
clenched palm before the 'worlds nvere sov^n t Zciit, not 
being the oldest of the gods, cannot properly be s|K>ken 
of as holding the seeds of creation in his hands, for ac- 
cording to the Hesiodic Theogony the Earth and the 
Heavens and various other cosmic powers came into ex- 
istence before Zeus, who was himself the son of Rhea and 
Cronos. Yet even in Hesiod he is spoken of as the sire 
of gods and men, and according to some legends Zeus b 
said to have animated men and animals with heavenly 
fire, after they had been moulded out of clay by Pro- 
metheus. 

333. Champagne t a province in France where the cele- 
brated champagne wine is made. 

3*4* Nepbelococcygia : Cloud-cuckoo-town ) the town 
built by the birds in Aristophancs*8 comedy of ''The 
Birds. •• 
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Liat 991 . / meet my Him simply as Andfcles t Androcles 
was a runaway slaw who took refuge in a carem. A 
lion soon entered, but instead of tearing him to pieces, 
lifted up his fore-paw, in which was a thorn, so that An- 
drocles might take it out. Afterwards the slave was 
captured and doomed to 6ght a lion in the Roman arena. 
It happened that the same lion was let out against him, 
and recognizing his benefactor showed toward him every 
demonstration of love and gratitude. This story is told 
in i^op*8 Fables and the Gesta Romanorum, but comes 
originally from Aulus Gellius on the authority of Plis- 
tonices. 

431- Mayfatri the section of London east of Hyde 
Park between Bond street and Park lane, where the 
houses belonging to the beau monde cluster. May- 
£iir especially, with Belgravia towards the south, and 
Tybumia to the north, of the West End, make up 
the part of town in the neighborhood of Hyde Park 
where the gentility and wealth of Vanity Fair keep their 
booths. 

459. Blonvsalinda : a country girl in Gay*8 comedy, 
«*The Shepherd's Week," which portrays the rudeness 
and poverty of pastoral life. 

460. Lyons 'veivet: made in the town of Lyons in 
France. 

471. Germane JVertberism: Goethe's famous book, 
«<The Sorrows uf Werther," is a type of the intensely 
romantic, so would, as Lady Waldemar hints, be germane 
to her feelings at the time. 

47a. Champs Elysfes : the pleasure promenade of Paris 
for walking, driving, riding, and watching others do so of 
all sorts and conditions of life. It nms from the Place de la 
Concorde to the triumphal arch, the Arc de I'Stoile, 
whence avenues branch out to the Parisian park, — the 
Bois de Boulogne. 

473* A ghost t and sighing like Didt's t in the sixth book 
of Virgirs "Aneid,** Mntam mecu the ghost of Dido in 
Hades, where she had been driven by lore of him } for 



when .^neas left her she committed suicide by killing 
herself with his sword. 

Line 514. 7^e Genius of the Vatican , the famous antique 
fragment, sculptured by Apollonius, in which Michael 
Angelo is said to have found the secret of his inspiration 
in representing the human form. In his blind old age 
he had himself led up to it that he might feel it with his 
intelligent hands. 

517. ^he torso of the Dancing Taunt the classic rem- 
nant attributed to Praxiteles. 

519. Buonarroti^ s mask: refers to a significant detail 
in the sculpture of Michael Angelo Buonarroti's reclining 
figure of Night which is one of the statues belonging to 
the Tomb of (iiuliano de Medici in the Medici Chapel in 
Florence. This mask is under Night's arm, on which 
she is resting, and it represents a rude, strong, swinish 
face with lip pushed forward like a boar's snout, the 
mustaches flowing back on either side, and two strong 
teeth protruding in front. 

546. Equal scorn of triangles and 'wine s a way of say- 
ing he cared neither for mathematics nor for the conviv- 
ial life of the college. 

541* Lost count of Homer* s ships 1 Homer's catalogue 
of the Greek ships that went to the Trojan war, in the 
second book of the <• Iliad." 

549- Melbourne's poor -bills t these bills were intended 
to suppress indiscriminate almsgiving, |iauperi«m having 
at that time reached alarming proportions in Kngland. 
They were passed under Mclbmime's mini<itry, thtmgh 
he himself was not distinguished for his eagerness for re- 
form. — Ashley* s factory bills : these were introduced by 
Lord Ashley in 1833 and a &ctory act was passed pro- 
hibiting the labor of children under ten years of age, 
limiting the working day to eight hours for children under 
fourteen, providing for school attendance and for medi- 
cal care. Mrs. Browning*s poem **Tht Cry of the 
Children ' * was instrumental m the passage of this bilL 

sso. Aspasia : this celebrated intcllMtoal womaa of 
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Aihena, tlie friend and comrade of Periclu, lai been ad- 
mired in ipite of > relation which ii not according to the 
ideaU of modem society. 

Line as- Dead C^iar tc^o 'ilofi bungholii' in iht caik t 
"To what hase uses ne may return, H'uxitio t Why 
may not ima^inalion trace the noble dust of Alexander, 
till he find it stopping a bungholc ? " (" Hamlet," v., !., 
91].) It will be remembered that Shakespeare refers to 
Alexander a* a Cxsar. 

JS4. Fauriir 1 (1771-1137) the origii«tor of > 
*y>tem of communiim called FmirierUm or Phalanileri- 
aniim, which has influenced, mure or less, sulwciiuent 
Eociatiitic movemcnti. (See preceding note, line in*.) 

j»S. Pnuifhsai (1809-1165) wrote on the "Siihilinn 
of the Social Priiblem," and astonished society by declar- 
ing that "AH property i> robbery." — CtmiJiranli 
Vicior-Proiper, bom igoj, ion of Jcan-Bapli»fe Con- 
siderant, and an enthinia.'tic disciple of Fourier, lie 
founded La Phalange, a journal of locial science, in iB]6, 
to expnund Fmirieritm. — Louts Blanc i (i8oj-iS4s) 
f rote 11 It. irk in 1 S*o on the " Orgnniialion of Labor," 
which ailvsnccd ihe opinion that men sliould labor for the 
evmniiimiy ralher than for ibcmselvex, and tliat they 
sh.jgld be remunerated in accordance wilh their wants l^r 
a central government under a chosen administration. 

»S. Sa*! Eugene (iSot-iS57^, French novel writer, 
who ii molt popularly known by liis work " The Wan- 
dering Jew." Hit hook on " The Mysteries of Paris," 
in nliicli he des.rlhcs llie prnlct.iri.it as Gauls and llie 
capitaliils as Frank invaders, probably gave liim his jilace 
on Lady Waldeniar'* table with other liieralure on 
social regeneration. 

eoi. TVb houri- ma-vrmtal, in iB+T "he Ten Hours' 
Act iniroduced by Mr. Fielden brought much relief to 
the factory workers. 

Ikij. Unma'veJ ai ihf Indian torleiit 'nfalh tie tucrUlt 
in Hindu mythology the world is said to rest on a great 
tortoise, swimming in the primeval ocean. 
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lise Tsfi. MiJictan fcnyi : said to be a copy of a master- 
piece of Praxiteles, the Venus of Cnidos. ll was in the 
possession of the Medici in Florence when it fir^T attracted 
attention about two hundred yean ago. On the base of 
it is an inscription altribuiing it to an Athenian sculptor 
of 100 B.C., Cleomenes, but its authenticity i> doubltuL 

■11. Mal'vrrn Hilli in Herefordshire, and well known 
to the poet, whose early youth was spent >t Hope End in 
the iteighborhood. (Sec Biographical Introduction in 
Vol. L of this edition.) 

N4. Goldtn lualli «f gtriii a prirkly plant with 
golden hl'.iiomi ({rtiwinj; wild <in EoKli'l 
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M9. Mai 
En|;hnd, •in 
L!ver,...l. 

BJ,. A rh«m,«n-> .Vm/«., m..l,„J ./ ,1; Kfr.m,,, 
James Thomjijn (i7-io-i 74S), '<re '>f llie fit<i <A ll>e 

lir.t work, " The SMi..ni," guin.-.l aikl mill iiierit. ij.pre- 
elation for in genuine love of nature and charm »f 
language in spite of s/tme poini'i-u^nesi. 

9li. From Churthyard Brgtti t Gray's "Elegy 
written in a Country Churchyard," published in 1751, 
after several years of revision. As Byron says "f il, "It 
pleased instantly and eternally." — Edmi Lett: Mdino'i 
«' Paradl>e Lo5t." 

gH. Sumi: Robert (1759-1 79S), Scotland's promise 
of a greit poet of whom a recent critic says, "Such ■ 
sinpni; facnll)- — such a sweep of pathos and piiiiiin _ 
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ling nith his commander wu set ashore on tiK island of 
Juan Femandei with i few ncccuines a low ling- giicce, 
gunpowder, and ihoi. He Ilvcd^Ione here for four yean 
and four months, and was rtscued by Ca[>C. Woodi Rogcn. 
It ti said that Dc Foe got ihc main poinu far his itofy of 
■■ Robinson Cniioe '* fiom Sclkitk'i papers giving his ex- 
perience nhile on ihc iiUod. — Ttm J»Hti i Hcnrj Field- 
ing's celcbraird novel. 

Um losj. StirttroMii iiMring. 

ooi- ll'rip tt'trrt Jthm tuai laid tuhilt Jnui UvtJ 
Hmi te« John xlii., t}. 

im. At ttf eialmml-itx trttf em Iht Hflj fill T» ln 
tut lit ritk meJitiuiz-f mard i t*t Luke iu-, \l~%f- 
Nard or spikenard is made flom a famoiie niedirinal bob 
found in Ncjist. Ilic roou contain a liighljt iKlordcnxH 
oil, which is uied ciihet in a liquid, oily (otnt or ia 
rubbed up with lat into an mnlmcnt. 

Fosnli BmIe. In ihis book ihc story of Maton Eric k 
continued. Among the wot ken in the csiablislimeiK 
where she sewrd was one poor girl, Lucy Gitslam, who 
wai ill itiih consumption, and wlu> tinalty dropped dutim 
suddenly in llie street one Jay and wm carried hiinie W 
die. 

When Marian heard this she immediately give tip her 
position anil went to nurse LJicy, regrudlen of her vr% 
loss of worfc. And after Lucy'i death she nursed her 
brd>ridJcn, thankless gr:indinother until she alu) died. 
While here she again met Romncy, and was pleased to 
find he was not (Ikplcaicd (hat the hatl lefi her work t» 
perform ihtse lait oflicts for this wmcheil pair. When 
her nork there nls linisltci! he had SipoLca In her and 
proposed that tliey two tlmuld DM nak until death ilsiuld 
make them equal, but should y>a together nemc in n 
protest against the nrongi of society, which nakes tB 
great a gap beiHe«n the tidi prinkgrd daae* and tkia 
^ooT. They two had both been dnwtt beyond ihes- 
sclvea to minister unto iithcn, h« throogk knowlcdg*, 
the throtigh iecUnc, boik Icsth^ tWir aevenJ nntiga 
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from her house. But Romney, of c"virsc, icfu.c llii->, 
t'rjr ill order thai hi; mirriage may h.ivc iii full rlfcct, 
Marinn must come to him dirca from the pcnple. Ho 
follows Aurora dowiulatn after thii intervievr and walk* 
home nhh her. Their talk, on the way, it about the 
ordinary evcnti ofllie day, wliile they ate coiircioiis of an 
undercurrent of reality whidi they zre feveriihly eager to 
avoid, — not of a reality that would lead them to agtee- 
inenl, hut of one which tvnuld t:ike them far aiuiidei. 
The stia.nge sound of Roiiiiicy's vnice at he laid "Good 
night " haiuiis Auran with ■ i«n>e of impending trouble 
ail nighl. 

Diirii^ the motith which paiMi between (hii and the 
wertdinfc Aurora doei nodiinf; more for Marian, for which 
she greaily rcproache) henelf, hinting thai the niighl h:ive 
prevented iutnei:|uent ercnti if ihc had truly intctcaed 
henelf in Mariaa'i weltare, had lold Roiiiney of Lady 
Waldemar'i d»ign>, and had rcalited that the love of 
such a wnman as Lady Waldemar would umply be a 
readjustment of self-love, Hid that in (he allainmcni of her 
desire the would be utterly unicrupidoui. 

The day of the wedding at liut arrives, and Aurora 
. gives a vivid dcscriptiott of the gueils, commingled of 
arisiocnli and the poor. Scra|u of convcriation fall 
fiom the former, revealing their frivolous intereiti, and 
the fact that the event ilsclf will have no further elfcct 
than to make them think Romney a crank or a lunatic. 
Even Lord Howe, whom Aurora desctibei as brouglit up 
a radical and socialiit, tltough lie liardly pracliKs hii 
principle!, has nothing but criiicisin for Romney, first on 
the score that in marrying Marian F.tlc he is not being 
Inie to the only true thing on earth, love, but is acting a 
pby with it : and second, thai what he wants li 
bytl 
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Aurora tri« 10 comfort h.m, anJ he » .0 louel.ed b» 
her kindnets lh>l he concludes ihe printers' devili havs 
nol ipoilcd her hcsrt, and tlut pcrh.i|>s ihe w« not ao 
wrong years ago when *he inuHed on writing her poemt 
for .he M least hw nnned no one, ha> e,en hel|Kd youth 
to live .t» day wrth innocent dijtraciion ( the litlle «hc|.. 
lierd girl ajleep on (he mountain, her flocki going aiiiay 
w better than the imperfecijy trained sheep dog who hite* 
the kKj, through too much »eal. This doet nol uriitt 
^"T ." .^'"^ * "T K«>d compariKm, and <he uk* 
hini .r ^he look. » ,f .he had il=,,i, for though the it two 
years younger than he, and he hai had all Ihe tuni.oil of 
life among men, >he liwki more worn out ilan lie. Bm 
though Aurora puti in a word A>r att, he <till refuse, to 
regard an as a serioui occupation in life, and rcHenuci hii 
ronvJCiion that the only thing that n worth while ts the pur- 
suit of helping starving or frcciing humanity. He ends 
by wiihing he might have had her heart, but that in yua 
now. He thanks her for her kindncM to him, anil tclli 
her to sing her songs if she will, but to reflect that 'if ait 
be indeed the higher life, for the sake of that she must 
live the lower human life. Thus they part> Autoia 
feeling that she cannot but respect him, but evidently hurt 
that he has no comprehension of the needs and aspiiaiioru 
of her artistic temperament. 

Uaa Hj. Putting ua bii hand t» Much ibii mrk : tee II. 
Samuel vi., 6, 7. 

190. Rialto-pricti : the Rialtn was the commeriial 
cenire of Vcnici:, hence " Rinllo-prices " is, ci|uivatcnt to 

1(6. Te niniini rhr filt ai laJian ■wiJmi.-i J» : refers 
to the cii^^toin in India of widow.s immolating themselves 
on the funeral pyre of their husbnnds. 

yr/. An abelui inicribiJ With C^iar'i image ligtllj • 

the obolus was originally a Greek silver coin, later struck 
in bronie, a head on one side, an owl on the other, of the 
weight and value of one.iiath drachma. It was used in 
the Middle Ages in Hungair, Polaiid, and Bohemia, and 
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mwK Hm politini nner mt bjr no menm smomh, for 
h itjo he TTu driven rrom office, and later nhcn he wM 
minixler of foreign jffain he wai obliged to flte from 
France upon the abdication of Loiiii Philippe, in ii4t. 

LIM 401. Hum Ditkm lurMtJ bii hingt A-fnik uftm ibt 
fingtri »f tie grtali a reference lo the manner in whicA 
Dkkcnt ihowed up lome of the (honcomingt of Eng- 
lish tociety and intlilulioni. 

4aa. Uolji a magical plant among (he andcnt* 
generally nippoicd to be a ipeciei of garlic. Homer 
relates in the " Odyuey " that it wai given by Mercury 
to Odysseui a* a charm to wtthitand the enchanlmcnti oF 
Circe. 

4>7- Ifhtrr lut ditavtvi Bth^ kttptr f §ur bntAtr, 
•uH're kii Caim i that U, tt i* at bad to ihirk reipontibilitjr 
for (he wel&re of a brother a* it is actively lo do him 
harm, ai Cain did Abel 

4li. Ht oHtt, in Ibt frit trtalitn-'Wttt, Calbdcr 
gttds see Geneti* i., it-15. 

4*»slt. h Ibt miilMe agt, I Ibink Ih^ rallrJ mal,_ 
fgji end impi GnJ ptsfU I irith the spread of Christianity, 
fairie* nhich had been looked upon ai good qiirita came 
to be regarded ai malignant impt. 

49J- jf' (bout, »r Ktarfy m, at Pttipkar'i t a nrcatm, 
ofcouiic. (See Genciis nxix., 6-to.) 

S3<. Ha^ Saint CUtt in /next: St. Giles is one of 
the olii city (h-jfrnts built ic + t. Minainj; jn Cii|i|.ltf:3lc, 

LonJun. 

539. S.v',t -y.-.-^n in d:lh c/s;!./: ib:,t i., the «rll- 
dre;.5cd nrh psr'S "f l.ordoi, ivh(^=e splendor recalls 
that of (he Cnmrni^ iiicrliTii: of ihr Fn-li-li aiiii Fttiich 
kings 11 Cal.iis lirnr,t;.nli c.iilol iht " riiM cf the rl.-th 
of gold.- (Sec Sluke^i-rare-i " Henry VIM.." i., i-) 

S4I- HamfiltaJ Htalh: a popular pleas u re-ground of 
two hundred and forty acres, lonp resoned to by the 
Z«nd«n public on holidays, in lEjo made a cily park. 

MS- Pimlttt : adjominc BelETavia. toward the Weat 
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using loTC II 1 mcani of Icarhing (hs wutld bflir lh« gip 
belwctn Ihe cl»*ie» ihouU be filled up, w Hamlet u«d 
the play I" finJ o"l wlicthcr hii mollier anJ untie were 
gulhy. (See " Ham let,'" Hi, i.) 

tioe m. "■'■/' /'*'■ W " braUilixfJ King U«r, tif. i 
the ci)nt|iariv.n here biirgi out llic Wx tliai ilic rich chirt 
feed* upon ihe inlieriiance of the poor, who have been 
denuded of wliat rightfully belongi lo ihera, and tha 
Romney-s pUn of marriage will be powerlcu to bring 
•bout any real reconciliaiion between the two cUv^et, 
which have drifted so far apart thai they onnot po«ibly 
have anything in common. The rich have forgMien 
that their wealth is founded upon past violence, and now 
regard it ai their ipecial privilege, while the poor we only 
concerned with theit ne« meal. 

losg. CaiTO- 1 sirttt I in the swarming thoroughfare of 
Ihi* andeni Egypliw city the plagues of the tropic, were 
wont lo strike down their vidimt suddenly. 

iioo. Chromatic itfutncr of fint Ikeagbl I<i ItariuJ 
meJuUtisn! these metaphors dravrn from musical parlanc* 
finely .-.i-sest great subtleiy of ll«mght. Complicated 
mutic^l ertects may be gained by modulations from one key 
into another through chromatic prugressiom of choi.^ 
leading to some final harmony in a key which would b« 
UDConjeflured until it was reached. 

,.». TAr mcuntaU, of Voy^ly"- » department .n 
France bordered on the south and we.t by the Ri.one .«I 



Duia 

it4j. Autumn tjrlamfii : on 
iprins fl"«er, 

iijo. Thf fofi ef I'-Jucluii; 1 
this roiii-jniio sp.it and there po 
passion for Laiir 



inarily descriheil as a 

itrarch, who rclired to 
ired out in poetry his 



III. /.... 4f.-allov.-l ivAiV* the ixaifraU, dying Jfr 

served swalltws flying in thb way W^en getting re«iy for 
their mig,a.i.ns <o ;>).t So"_thJn_the .^tumn_. ^^^ ^^^^^^^ 



AURORA LKtOII. 



.rlf d. 



.1 of I hrh. 

unid ltA\. 
ieiv lo this 



.r.c Si til 



n-1 pcii.he-l. The 



iMcen llii TjMilrliret (ilrilh) and tlic news (<iiniiing irir 
physical and material life), mocking God. This spcrta- 
tie should bring out protest frorr. those on God'i side 
even if ihey arc slain for it, and if ihcy arc quiet they 
will suffer through tbtif own cansd 
UM lilt. Afnv i a wtr bcc 
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tXTRACTS PROM COMTIMPOMANEOUt ftlTttWt OW 
"AVKOKA Lflf;M/* 

FotTCR, the essayist, has somewhere said that the 
person who interests us most is the one that most gives 
m the idea of smf/e heing. Applying this remark to 
books, which are but persons in a transmigrated form, 
we discern one grand source of the profound impreitsion 
produced in us by •• Aurora Ixigh/' Other poem* of 
our own day may have higher finish, or a higher dc- 
grec of certain poetic qualities ; but no p/^m emhracea 
so wide a range of thought and emotion, or takes such 
complete possession of our nature. Mrs. Browning is, 
perhaps, the first woman who hsii prrNluced a wurk 
which exhibits all the peculiar powers wifliont ihr ne* 
gations of her sex ; which superadds lo man uline vigf njr, 
breadth, and culture, feminine subtfrry nf pcrcrprion, 
feminine (]uickncs<; of 5cn<;il)ility, an«l fciiiif::nr fcn<!cr- 
ncsi. It is difticuit to p<jini to a woman of genius uh<> 
is not cither too little feminine, or loo cxclusivclv so. 
But in this, her longest and greatest poem, Mrs. Brown- 
ing has shown herself all the greater poet because she 
i5 intensely a poetess. 

The stsrj of " Aurora Leigh ** has no other merit 
than that of ofFcring certain elements of life, and cer- 
tain situations which are peculiarly fitted to call fonh 
the writer's rich thought and experience. It hat noth^ 




»4 APPENDIX. 

ing dthcr imh or fdicitoui in structure or incident { 
■ikI we are especially torry thic Mn. Browning hai 
added one more to the imltacioni of ihc catasirophe in 
"Jane Eyre," by smiting her hero with bltniincta 
before he is made happy in the love of Aurora, Life 
has sadness and bitterness enough for a disappointed 
philanthropist like Romney Leigh, short of nuiming 
or blindness ; and the outflow oHove and compassion 
towardi physical ills is leu rare in woman than com- 
plete sympathy with mental sorrows. Hence we 
think the lavish mutilation of heroes' bodies, which 
ha* become the habit of novelists, whije it happil/ 
does not represent probabilities in the present state of 
thingi, weaitenj instead of strengthening tragic effect ; 
and, as we said, we regret that Mn. Browning has 
^ven this habit her strong sanction. Other criticismi 
might be passed on " Aurora Leigh," considered ai ■ 
representation of incident and dialogue, but wc are 
little inclined to spend our small space in pointing out 
faults which will be very slightly felt by any one who 
has heart and mind enough to respond to all the beau- 
tifiil feeling, the large ihou^t, and the rich melodious 
song of this rare poem. . . . The most striking char- 
acterisiic of "Aurora Leigh," distinguishing it Irom 
the larger proporiion of that comeriiporan,- poetry 
which wins the applause of reviewers, is, that its 

in pociicjl ioJy — is everywhere informed by a mit/, 
namely, by genuine thought and feeling. There is no 
pctiy siriving after special effects, no heaping up of 
images fur their own sake, no trivial play of fancy run 
quite aitrav from the control of deeper sensibility j 
there is simply a full mind pouring itself out in sung as 
its natural and easiest medium. This mind has its 
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Tortex of the itory. we m whirhd on, IbrgcifuJ of 
ciiiiciun, of the authoms, and of ourtdvei. Thif 
is ■ high recommcndaiion, and hu roniribuied largely 
towardi ihe enihuiiattic rcrcpiiun of ibc work ; hat 
when one hw leiiuTe to he rtn*oriout, he i» mM bjr 
defecli eijtially Rrtking. The difficiilrinorthe deugB 
hare not been cnnrelv tumtounicd. The auihomt 
b girm to ■ diSuiive Ilylc ; ihe dragi u* throu^i 
nianr p>gei in " Anrwra Leigh " which »re uiuicco- 
tary, aiA'mg, and u'earitome. 7^t ii miy become, 
■ itory, it tometime* ceasci to be a poem. Blank , 
rcTK 15 the latM ilexible, and iccomtnodating of aR ' 
measum ; it can Mund, la in "The Brook," like 
. graced conversation, or with the j£o!ian polution 
of the " Morte d'Anhur," preserving lu harmoniooa 
falncH; but in "Aurora Leigh" there are cvea is 
which Mn. Browning hat broken \ooiC aliogcihtf 
from the mcihes of vCT-ificaijon, and run riot in prow 
(ot up into 5n« often ij'ilablM. . . . The awcw- 
ti'jT of Ortginaliiy ii the next fault to the warn of k. 
Irregular lbc»» extnrapnt mewphon, jarring combi- 
mticni. MB die occauona) Jf/rrti. n«« the w/« of , 
1 o*tentarion of strength ii the moH bfit 



A r 



r, of nnrd, 



peniu 

libit r" "-'" '■''" '■ 



be^t ichoUrs xvho mike the mo.t nun.crous quotatio.u 
from the Greek. We know no poem so good ai ih;s 
with w m»T-v Earing oiTences agimM those first pnn- 
ciplei. Mrs'. Browning's greatest failure is in her meta- 
phors : some of them are excellent, but when they 
U bad — and they are often bad — they are vei7 
bad. By a single ugJy phrase, a wiHe hideooi word, 
dragged i 
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BMOy of a who?* pape of beajrr. She mJIt wanta 

She wrifei in a h-fh fcter. >he -.i cont:ari!v in- 
troducing frographita], gtoI'jgTcal, and tnzsnntriin 
rdWeniei, a^mrnt i!w»vt 0,1 i,f place, an I ortcn intor- 
rett.' . . . Mr*. Browning teems it once proud 
■nd ashamed of her womanhood, ^l^e proiem, not 
UBJiittly, against the practiee of judgin? arms by iheir 
KX ; but jhe takes the wrong meiii to prove her 
nnnhood. In recoil from mincing ■jti.iiri.ii.-ieii, she 
DOW and then bccom^ coarse. She i-Hl noi he taied 
irvilh tqueamilhnrn, and intrixlucei '.•' rJi unncrci-tr- 
Sy, which are cMrhewcd in the nun', iinntiar (unvrna- 
tion. To eicape the impuiation of over- refinement 
the iwcar* without provocation. T^ck arc prave 
■CCuiaiiiHii : but (he auckorc<i woiiM he die lit*' 10 
disclaim the ihield of the fp>iri'nM ,"jlljii'fv whHh 
accord) lief se» an rien>|tti><n l>.."i il-e 1..II «-iriitv 
•r lrri<.m.ie .enn.rr. A lew r*4»-i ' : i.l... .1...... 

M tMnJoni Irotu anbing nianv, i»ill i •"■ ''"" )"•"'• 

^ oar rcmarki. 

•IV Jc^-ripliun of a ta.e il.«t I 'I A.n.^.'. 

eariy veari give* acope for ■ perfrtl .(■ -al '•< mangled 
Kid yM.y.^s .^n-.ve.. It «■'. •»>' •"•• " »*r '"'"■ 



; would think, frofn the fiirtheat eodi 



i 



^ 



Oar L*6f of the Passion, slabbed with (words 
Where ihe Babe sucked; or Lamia in her tint 
Mootilighled patlor, ere she shrunk anil blinked. 
And shuddeiing, wrigt[led down to the unclean." 



Whais 
of Lotidor 
there : 



confuiiiin of violence is the account fftea 
streets and the wretched bc'mgs who dwell 



" , , . Faces ! phew, 
We'll call tbem vice* fettering to despain, 
OtSDiTOWs pelri^ing la vices: not 
A linger-touch olGud left whole in them; 



Alln 



-lost — Ihe 



As the garmenli, the will dissolute a* Ihe acti^ 
Tbe passions loose nnd drnggling in the dirt 
To trip tbe foot up at tfie hisl free steo I 
Those faces! 'twas ai if you had ilini d up hell 
To heave its lowest dtcg-fieods uppcn lost 
In fiery swls of slime," elc. 



How much more full of mear 
Men such sights, U ihe simple phi 
in " Maud " : 



ling, I 



In another passage Mrs. Browning dcsignale) the 
hard heart of society ai — 

". . , This social Sphinx, 
Who uts between the sepulchres and stews. 
Makes mock and mow against the cTTStat beaTcns, 

And bullies Cod," — 

Of Florence she says — 

"... The town, there, seems to seethe 
In this Medxan iuiZ-fiBt of the sun. 
And all the patient hilli are bubbling lotmd 
As if a prick woukl leave them flat" 
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, . . Theie piece; of bt 
thii straining after sitengih m 
authoress's ben ivriiings ; but 
in their roii^h treiimcnt of th 
to sec handled wirh reverence. 
Witness the comparison of Ch 
beasts. In the picture of Loi 
her colours, as cjuiie to destroy 
have been a most impressive si 
sun-cy cease here, we should 
Saturday Revieteir ; but we 
onlv some such conception of 
would have of the Ajai, f-oi 
hero's name, — of " Romeo 
wretched puns It comains, 
Juan," from the si»nzai in (v 
delicacv. — of Wordsworth's 
Blake and Harry Gill, "—oro 
from the rudest ot his hoH 
worst pieces arc short. i t;c 
of concern rated beauty and su; 
toesiabli.K half a dozen repui: 



of char 



provcJ her'clf in evcrv sense 
of En-land and of Italy whi 
seventh books are already f> 
they will take a pcmun--! 
mens of descriptive |"- 
exhibit a fand of ^u!.!!- 
ouotcd '-tclirh '■; '•.'>''. J''it 
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wrwi 

I. 
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._, '-"'UIX, 

'■'"'■-.vMi" t?"" ''"p'/.i. ..rr- "-""^r 

5""> ■nd reim, V- , " •«"» to ^'' ""'»» ht 



To mate a _ , "■''"'»m 
in the hoot,-! '"' "«"' 



■ • ■ There i) „u,iii 



T'^cw of R.phi 



Ocljrc been , 
»'■= thin 




far Ac tndi tker amlcme » far the bemttw a£ ihdr 
fag n^ c- ... It b, hmrmr, n ik (ocnl 
VanpaDou of At: poem that «rc ^b« look far in 
■M ei rrfloKCT , » wcO as for m gnnx «lelHla. 
... RoiDBCT ... Ins Eroi aear them, and ae^ 
Avon iIiSt, asd pmra to lone ^x, SIm, kM^ 
lora Urn, nnra ws ci cM Ji bd hendf, plnlv cao^ id 
■he leader; W the^ hnc thev om (fittiKt views of 
ife. HekaptniBKik. — «hem«cT«e. ffiiNd 
b " gicr wkk poring onr ihc long tuMt e£ O." — 
of »iU« h< Jnra, and pore n; , and vice, is the waU 
mvmi him: he has, with d the bc&h oekatK^ 
cf fnah, t es A i if id derott hit fanaae and b fife M 
leaa lUs iH. . . . Thev iMu » iL w hm ben 
cf paed lo tfa« naotis one bet««e« Jae Erie aad 
St. Job. Thar b aotiK show of memUaBce beW M 
ih^; but the difaeuLe at m the fwet iri ifm LtAm b 

atr ; he mmld h -rilia^j haiv had ho- go wiih him 
m a fistcr, were it aac fbr pdAc "piiw Fiaii j 
Idtcs Anon &t mcac tSeepIr An she deicmd ; aaj 
he ibows ihii br ti»e xnJ kiofc and geKve th nM^h>i 
the trhfjie coIkxiaT. He talki too mmch, perhaps, of 
^m phihuhropr, hit schoBes — moc fxS^, tooic m 
wbe u any vet derised for ufaimi-t de wortd ; btf 
he is drCTtcd otm wpeffl^jatti Jiti* j* ff a tm h l a ot^ 
bf tike noblest iboi^ts c^ othos nd iho- welfac. 
. . . She. on dbe odicr haad. m 6am hM 
li^if ju f Ae fhinb too modi vf hewd f . Beeanse he 
wil mil pnNoi Ak she it btvn to bespix^ Ae&- 
tnos «Hi iqecB tot lore mAamoK ma^Sa^at 

ptwocr^fcrayoJfalrf l i^c — 
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; ^ id v^ the mern^vSs. We 
J M inai :Se c-.«t^Bf £Jex«;aa af 
a t^ »="j» a»3 f'ji bcfAs tiere b 
S^aeoc the 
I liar II pcT-WBE an cramm airh pcM povcr; 
m the ffMd L«J Hove. dK cMdoM pU^ 
cMt cf ^ <Jep(k, Meter hoaM; devs 
&mh, ad & Emm Dcte^ — 



^nre l3. La^> V^iitmw — Ac tkK the 
eril. ae ' rt^ — ^ the iKcal I^ Wj:<&sar. 
. ScaaciT Anora Les^ her theceiei, he- spees- 
■ aad'Wr priSe. — the I^xia" «*. 6* a^ 

^1 ■- ". the uA of KSEt 
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very dilTerent scnrirncncs regarding the iwo heroine) of 
ihis poem. Auron's scir-conscioiisncss repels — her 
«peculationj do not much intcresi ui ; her genuine 
human feeling is reserved for the closing scene. TTicre 
is iomelhing about Marian, on (lie oilier liind. that ii 
especially attractive. All the linlc incidenia of her 
earjy life, the court in London, the flower*, the way- 
she lelli her tale, with the exception of one or two 
misplaced (cientific phrases, so artless and natural, — 
the ihrinking, clinging, half reverence, half love she 
feels for Romney, combine to exhibit winning beamy 
and grace. But nothing in the book is so grand a* 
the revelation to Aurora of her dreadful secret — how, 
beguiled by the serpent kindness of the Lady Walde- 
mar (o believe herself an obstacle to Romney's happi- 
ness, committed to the charge of some female fiend, 
mnd lured into a home of horror in France, the " fell 
unaware, and came to butchery," doomed to live 
ever after subject to that kw — 

"The i-ammon law by which the poor and weak 
Are trodden under foot by vicioua men, 
And loathed for ever sfler bj the giiod." 

The tale has too deep a pathos to be exprewed In 

any partial tran'.cripiion. It is inilccil a tragedy too 
terrible for tears. There is something almost super- 
human in the awe of ihoje concluding lines in which 
Marian describes her wanderings. We read them 
with a sort of breathless fear and wonder. 
In an artistic point of view, this work has all the 
defects and all the excellences of the authoress's style. 
Those excellences more than counterbalance the de- 
fects. Bm it is a work written with an evident pur- 
pose, and it openly challenges crilicitm ttbitMllj. We 



I'- 



herself 



favorable verdict. ... If, i, id. 

mg ihoughti male wrong 



there is much to ccniure in ihii one. The 
she gives of the Krcnih an<l ilic CNl..j-y ..f 
Louis Napoleon whkli l„!l.,ws i,. U a K^-iii(; evi.l.iKe 
of a judgment easily misled by the ouiivarj »li.j«. of 
things, and arreted by the irmblan<r ui Pmvcr. 

We do not intend lo diverge into the held of poli- 
tics to point out in what manner their •• twice abso- 
lute " Kmpcror rffraenli this '< poet of ihc nsii-.m," 
or bew "his purple is lined with the ilcmii'.-raiy." 
it is more within the scope of our purpo-.c to c^jni'-nd 
with Ih'j-.c peculiar views of rclottn an^l v„iji pl,i- 
luiophy wliich this volume hai fur Itt Tcit. Tl.Tr li 
a widespread and growing 



•uIk 



\-r. 



e.l 



truth, perhaps, but none the less fatal. We allude lo 
■ the mistake of exaggerating the etfeci of An — whether 
■s exhibited through Music, Painting, or P<.<try — in 
ameliorating or elevating the condition of the ma'ses 
of the people in any age or country. It probably re- 
luhf from i transference of the feelings and sympathks, 
which arise from or ire possible only under a certain 
degree of culture, to spheres ivherc that culfire Hoes 

every *iliy ex; cricnre 



follow, or are oiii 
periry. They do 



lanth topic 
effiri lor 



- P^' 



■f th. p. 
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elevate. 
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word comes m power" 
lain ihcir nobler energies. 

cxaminitioti of the latler books of Mrs. Browning's 
poem will convince sny one ihat we arc not unjust in 
charging her with compnMlive contempt for ihc 
materi;il agencies of civilization, and disparagement, 
through precept and example, of philanihropic cfFon. 
. . It ii well to know that man develops from 

within, that outward schemes are but imperfect 
methodi, and that we ought not to sever poetry from 
the actual world. But if we doubt too much of out 
powers for doing good — of the possibility of lessening 
by enduring effort the ills around us, we &!l inio ■ 
profitless despair, or a false content, more truly named 
indifference. , , . There is ... in the 
magnificent poetry ai the conclusion of the hook too 
much of the spirit of the Lotos Eaters — the most 
fatal, because the most fascinating form of the Uiiifz 
/aire — an acquiescence in the "Everlasting No!" 
The world would come right, we are told, if ivc leave 
it to God. It tBeH^t. Is it not one of the truism* 
of our morality, that where evil is active, good must 
be strenuous on all ndes, or the fair fabric will go to 
ruin while the ministers He sent to keep it sound are 
singing hymns ? 

Ron>ney Leigh himself seems to be treated no less 
un'iirly than the cause he represents. There arc ab- 
surd phi'inihropiej in abundance, pretentious schemes 
with no hear: in them, false and idle. Had the hero 
of this poem advocated the most impracticable of these, 
h:s punishment had been too severe. . . . Rom- 
ney Leigh for being i philanthropist, — to be rejected 
■nd lectured by hii mistress — to huve his intended 
wife atolen from him — to try everydung, to succeed 
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in nothing — (o be laughed 
lose his money — to have hi' 
ears — to get both his eyes Lna 
of his old mistress at last, am 
ri);ht and he was all wronj 
charge of him afterwards in h 
But Romney's schemes wi 
he was too good and too gi 
whole life and energy to an h 
beneficent result. He did 
tender care and reformation o 
don than his cousin's poem! 
much better than we can ima 
— fVtilmimur Rivievi, i8j 

Mrs. Baows'tNr: nkes the 
Joan of Arc, and declares t 
courtesy or forbearance from I 
her sei. She challenges a tr 
opinion she shall hive. . . 
terj, male and female, arc m 
contrast to each other. Ro:i 
on devoting himself to the n 
and the improvement of the e 
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whereupon our high'Souled poetess flj« oft" ai « tan- 
gent. . . . The story ... no admire- 
of Mrs. Browning's genius oughi in pruiJcnce lo defend 
In our opinion it is fantasdc, unnaiura!, etaggeraied 
and all the worse, because it professes ro be a tale oCoii 
own limes. No one who urtdcrslnnJi of how iniii-l 
value probability is to a ia!e, can read the Ibregoinj 
stetch, or indeed peruse the poem, without a painful feci 
ingthat Mrs. Browning has been perpetrating, IncMeii 
lials. an extravaganza or caricature, instead of givin] 
lo the public a real lifelike picture, for who can accept 
as truthful representation, Romney's proposal of mar 
riage to an ignorant uneducated girl whom he doc 
not love ; or that scene in the church, which is ahso 
lutcly of Rubclaisian conception ? Wc must not b 
seduced by beauty and power oi" execution from en 
lering our protest against this radical error, whici 
appears more glaring as we pass from the story to ih 
next point, which is the delineation of character 
Aurora Leigh is not an attractive character. Aftc 
making the moat liberal allowance for pride, and fan 
aticism for art, and inflexible independence, she is in 
congruous and contradictory both in her seniimcni 
and in her actions. She is not a genuine woman 
cnc-half of her hc*rt seems bounding with the beat o 
humanity, while the other half is ossified. What we 
miss in her is insiinctivencss, which is the greatest 
charm of women. No doubt she displays il now and 
then, and sometimes very conspicuously, but it is not 
made the general attribute of her nature ; and in her 
dealings with Romney L«igh, instinct disappears al- 
together. For we hold it absolutely impossible that a 
woman, gifted as the is represented to be, would have 
countenanced a kinsman, whom she respected only. 
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lerous opiiiirjns, 'I'hrre ;> nii-hing hrji, 
there is nothing reromilihle with duiv. ■Re p.rt 
which AurcirJ tales in (he iranratri'm, cjfgra.tr. rjtlicr 
than raises her in our evej ; nor i> the uthcrwivc 0<-n- 
oughlyamiaMcjfor, with all deference t.. Mrs. Br.jwn- 
ing. and (liih ideas of our own perhaps more chiialric 
than are commonly promulgated, we muit maintain 
that woman wat created to he dependent on the man, 
and not in the primary sense his lady and hit mistreit. 
The extreme independence of Aurora detracts from 
the feminine charm, and mars the interest which we 
otherwise might have felt in so ifitelleciual a heroine. 
. In ftct, she ii made to resemble loo closely lome of 
the female portraits of George Sand, which never were 
to our liking. In Romney wc fail to tjke anv kind 
of interest. Though honorable and girncfus, he ii 
such a very decided noodle that we grudge him hi* 
prominence in the poem, do not feel much sympathy 
for his misfortunes, and cannot help v-ondering that 
Aurora -.hogld hive cnlerlajned one .park i.f affc-tlon 
; dcplur 
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easily have been avoided by the simple expedient 
of making Marian's origin and antecedents a few shades 
more respectable, which still would have left enough 
disparity between her and Romney to produce the 
effect which Mrs. Browning desires. Lady Walde- 
mar is a disgusting character. Mrs. Browning in- 
tended her to appear as despicable ; but it was not, 
therefore, necessary to make her talk coarse and re- 
volting. • . . Anything very hideous or revolting 
taints the air around it, and produces a sensation of 
loathing, from which we do not immediately recover. 
Hence poets, even when their situations are of the 
most tragic nature — even when they are dealing 
with subjects questionable in morality — do, for the 
most part, sedulously avoid any thing like coarseness of 
expression, and frame their language so as to convey 
the general idea without presenting special images 
which are calculated to disgust. Indeed, whilst 
reading this poem, which abounds in references to art, 
wc have been impressed with a doubt whether, with 
all her genius, accomplishment, and experience, Mrs. 
Browning has ever thought seriously of the principles 
upon which art is founded. For genius, as we all 
know, or ought to know, is not of itself sufficient for 
the construction of a great poem. Artists, like archi- 
tects, must work by rule — not slavishly indeed, but 
ever keeping in mind that there are certain principles 
which experience has tested and approved, and that 
to deviate from these is literally to court defeat. • . • 
In the fifth book of this poem there is a disserution 
upon poetry, m which Mrs. Browning very plainly 
indicates her opinion that the chief um of a poet 
should be to illustrate the age in wh*ch he lives. • • • 
This, in our apprehension, would lead to a total sacri* 



fice of the ideal. It is not the province of the poet to 
depict thing* «< they arc, hut io fn rrfinr iintl piiriTy 
as to purge out the gro^^cr matter | and ihU he mn- 
not do if he attempts to give a faithful picture of hit 
own timcH. Vor, in f»rdrr to be f.iithhil, he niu«t 
necessarily include much which ii abhorrent to art 
and revolting to the taste, for which no exactness of 
delineation will be accepted as a proper excuse. All 
poetical characters, all poetical situations, must be 
idealized. ... In this poem she has wilfully alter- 
nated passages of sorry prose with bursts of splendid 
poetry. . . . We have already said that the char- 
acter of Marian Erie is beautifully drawn and well 
sustained, and yet it is the humblest of them all. But 
in depicting her, Mrs. Browning has abstained from 
all meanness. If she errs at all, it is by making the 
girl appear more refined in thought and expression 
than is justified by her previous history, but that is an 
error on the safe side, and one which may be readily 
excused. Marian, little better than a pariah -giri, 
does undoubtedly attract our sympathies more than the 
polished and high-minded Aurora, the daughter of a 
noble race — not certainly as the bride of Romney, 
but as the mother of a hapless child. There, indeed, 
Mrs. Brjwnii.-' has achieved a triumph ; for never 
yet — no, not In her •• Cry of the Children,'* one of 
the most pathetic and tear-stirring poems m the 
English language — has she written any thmg com- 
parable to the passages which refer to Manan and 
her babe. ... If we have not been able conscicn- 
dously to praise the story, either as regards con- 
ception or execution, no such rcsincuon is Uid 
• upon us while dealing with isolated passage. Mis- 
Browning possesses in a very high degree the fiiculty of 
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dcjcripiion, prewniing u, often wjih the moat brill- 
unilj- coloiircl pcturcs. In ihis rcipccf, if we niav 
be allowej to insiiiuic such a comparison, she resem- 
bles Turner, being jomeiimes even extravagant in ihe 
vindness of her imis. ... Nor is .he great genius 
ot Mrs. Browning less conspicuous in oihcr portions of 
Ihe poem wliich reUie to the natural affi;cti<ins. Once 
snd again, whilst perusing this volume, have we expe- 
rienced a sensation of regret that one sq admiraW/ 
gifted should have ivasted much of her power upon 
what Bre, after all, mere artistic experiments. . 
We codd wish — though wishes avail not for the past 
— that Mrs. Browning had selected a more natural 
■nd intelligible theme, which would have gii-en fiJI 
•cope for the diiplay of her exitiordinary powers j and 
we tnist that »he will yet reconsider her opinion ai to 
the abstract fitness for poetical use of a subject illustra- 
tive of the times in which we live. It may be that 
there is no difficulty which genius cannot conquer ; at 
the same time we cannot commend the wisdom of 
ihoK who go out of thrir way on purpose to search 
for difficulties. ... We cannot allow fancy to be 
tnmmelled in its work by perpetual reference to reali- 
ties. Still, with all its ftults, this is a remarliable 
poem, strong in energy, rich in thought, abundant in 
beauty. — B/nfitenaJ' i Magazine, 1857, 
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issue iheirown ihrorics, ii finally exhibited, 
tcni, perhaps, bcyonJ what [be auihur intcnricil, ihe 
utter dependence of each tcx upon the uihcr, the 
truth that if a primeval decree gave man the dominion, 
it was as miith for woman's bappincn as hii own — 
a dominion whiih the holy principle of love turns intrj 
■ blessing to both, by mating olicdicncc an aniiii- 
pating assent. "Bowing beneath that law wbiih 
sounded through ibe darkening paradiie, she wins for 
her dower the only freedom that is worthy of woman 
— the moral lilicny which God bestows upon the 
faithful and obedient spirit." . . . We look upon 
»uch a moral portraiture as that of Marian F.tle almost 
monstrous in its fauhlcssnes*, and cannot pronounte it 
true to nature ; and yet the power and beauty with 
which Mrs, Browning has w.-:-ught out the picture 
fasdnates one's gaze, and makes us forget all that is 
unreal in our admiration of all that is rich in 
the colourinR and forcible in the exprci'ion. The 
itory of Marian Krle U plainly deiif-ned by ihc auilior- 
of the rr-i.l>« of rl»M op|.rr.ii.,n. 
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accompanies the reader throughout. Aurora pursues 
her poetic course and delivers herself entirely to its 
study. The fifth book may be said to consist of the 
views of a poet upon the subject of art in genera], 
especially in connection with poetry. Here Mrs. 
Browning rises to the highest elevation. Profound 
thoughts, fine cridcism, a noble, just, passionate ap- 
preciation of poetry, all poured out in a flood of rich, 
felicitous language, sparkling with illustrations, and 
glowing as if blood-hot from the heart, tell at once 
that we have the writer revealed to us here in her 
own nature. ... In the midst of all this high think- 
ing, we have interposed a scene in a fashionable Lon- 
don ball-room as prosaic and inane as can well be 
imagined. With this we are not disposed to quarrel ; 
on the contrary, we think it has been introduced with 
an artistic purpose and design to produce high eflect 
by strong contrast. We find the same thing, again 
and again, done by Shakespeare, in ••Hamlet," in the 
• • Tempest, ' * in • ' Lear, ' * and elsewhere. The coarse 
or foolish, or the low in thought and expression, follow- 
ing quickly upon the elevated and poetic. We see it 
in great paintings, as in the Marriage at Cana, where, 
amidst the magnificence of regal splendour, the dog 
laps up viands from a golden dish. We see it, in fine, 
in real life, — the commonplace and prosaic ever touch- 
ing upon but not blending with the sublime and poetic, 
like colours which set o^ each other when in juxtaposi- 
tion, but do not lose their distinctive characters by 
fusion. Such a fusion the author might easily have 
«fl«cted by clothing the sentiments of the ball-room 
men and women in poedc language ; but she would 
then have been neither true to their natatt nor to her 
own arty and we hold very chesf^y the saperfidal 
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criticism that condemns this episode in ••Aurori 
Leigh." . . . Let us now look at the work as a 
whole, unafl^ected if possible by the affluence and 
splendour of diction and imagery and thought which 
may be found throughout it. From what point of 
view are we to regard this singular production ? In 
what category of writings are we to class it ? Is it a 
poetic novel of real life, or a poetic romance — fiction 
embodying and exhibiting mere theories of life and 
speculations upon art, in unreal actors ? If we take the 
latter to be the true statement, we can bear with com- 
placency what is exaggerated, unreal, and extravagant, 
as we endure without complaint the supernatural heroes 
and the mist-inflated, giant warriors of Homer and 
Ossian. But on the other hand, if we are to apply to 
it the test of real life we arc met at every step by incon- 
gruities. The character of Romiiey Leigh ii cxagpcraiecl 
and unnatural ; weak and almost silly at times ; impracti- 
cal in his schemes of social regeneration, and absurd in 
his theories ; a modem Quixote, more mad than the 
errant knight who assailed windmills and slaughtered 
sheep ; and with all this is mixed a nol»ility of nature 
and a grandeur of sentiment that make him, a« a whole, 
a moral monster. Marian Erie prc^enfn, we liclicve, 
no true type of a dais cither in the hlp.h moril of 
intellectual attributes with which she is invcicd. or In 
the sufl^erings which she endures. Undoubtedly the 
character of Aurora Uigh is aevelopcd with more 
truth to nature than any other m the book. Here we 
have indeed the woman in the atuinment of her Wl 
stature of mind ; but throughout the thoughts and 
feelings to which she gives expression, l»»« ™«» J 
Jlotf and morbid «.nse of the ^f^^^^. 
woman by man, a •• struggling for woman i empery. 
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accompanies the reader throughout. Aurora pursues 
her poetic course and delivers herself entirely to its 
study. The fifth book may be said to consist of the 
views of a poet upon the subject of art in general, 
especially in conneaion with poetry. Here Mrs. 
Browning rises to the highest elevadon. Profound 
thoughts, line criddsm, a noble, just, passionate ap- 
predation of poetry, all poured out in a flood of rich, 
felicitous hmguage, sparkling mth illuttrations, and 
glowing as if blood-hot from the heart, tell at once 
that we hare the writer revealed to us here in her 
own nature. ... In the midst of all this high think- 
ing, we have interposed a scene in a fashionable Lon- 
don ball-room as prosaic and inane as can well be 
imagined. With this we are not disposed to quarrel | 
on the contrar)', we think it has been introduced with 
an ardstic purpose and design to produce high effect 
by strong contrast. We find the same thing, again 
and again, done by Shakespeare, in "Hamlet," in the 
* • Tempest, * * in * ' Lear, "and elsewhere. The coarse 
or foolish, or the low in thought and expression, follow- 
ing quickly upon the elevated and poetic. We see it 
in great paintings, as in the Marriage at Cana, where, 
amidst the magnificence of regal splendour, the dog 
laps up viands from a golden dish. We see it, in fine, 
in real life, — the commonplace and prosaic ever touch- 
ing upon but not blending with the sublime and poetic, 
like coloun which set off each other when in juzuposi- 
tion, but do not lose their distinctive characters by 
fusion. Such a fusion the author might easily have 
effected by clothing the sentimenu of the ball-room 
men and women in poetic language ; but she wouM 
then have beea neither true to their natoii nor to her 
own arc. Old w« koid very dMtply the typcrfdai 
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yet the demiurgic spi-it ht5 broodevi over thcin, and 
given to etch thing its definite form «nd its se|>«rate 
place. The poem professen to be the autobiography 
of a woman of geniut, who early in life refiiwt to 
many a man she liket, because he» being a philanthro- 
pist, teems to her to seek her for hb wile not so much 
as a woman whom he loyes» and whose love he wancs» 
as to be his helper in his social work. She is fiirther 
offended by his slight estimate of art and literature, 
and by hb dbbelief in a woman's ability to attain high 
excellence in either. So hr as concerns herscir» the 
record is one more of feelings than of facu» a history 
of mental growth and the development of character 
rather than of fortune and outward incidents. But 
there is no lack of incidents, and those of so startling 
a character that they might serve for the plot of a 
Victoria melodrama. Indeed, nothing can be more 
evident than that Mrs. Browning has not cared to 
throw an air of every-day probability over her story, 
or to propitbte in the least that sort of refinement 
which avoids almost with equal horror violent emotions 
and eccentric actions. The two principal characters 
in the book, besides the autobiographer, Aurora Leigh, 
are her cousin, Romney Leigh, whom she refuses to 
marry for the motives before assigned, and a girl of the 
lowest station, named Marian Erie, who is pure and 
good, though abjectly poor and the child of brutal 
tramps. There are other characters inddenully in- 
troduced, one of whom, a fashionable young widow. 
Lady Waldemar, plays a leading part in the develop- 
ment of the story ; but the three we have mcntionod 
are the dramads persons^, and if b is their mutnal 
reSations that the intereac of the poem coosisia. 
That we have already two very dbliact ckmtaca of 




passioniie heart ; has painted scenery with ■ free out- 
line and a glowing colour ; haa tketehed characters is 
a sensitive and obscn-ant woman can sketch them ; 
above all, she has dramatized passion with a force and 
energy ihat recall the greatest marten of tragedy : 
but these various excellences, though iliey make a 
book interesting and prove genius of a high order, do 
not mike a great poem, and will never be held to do 
ID by any penoni ivho know and feel that a work of 
an i^ something different in kind from the finest dis- 
cursive talk, or even from a collection of studies how- 
ever masterly, and though they may be ingeniously 
patchivorked into a cleverly -devised frame. 

It may be thai Mrs. Browning cares little for this 
distinction ; and that she would tell us that, provided 
the wine be good, the shape of the glass matters not — 
that she never aimed at writing a great poem in our 
sense of the word, but only at writing fine sense and 
deep feeling. Be it so, if the really is satisfied with 
that explanation. We do not understand an aniit 
who ignores art, especially when the consciousness of 
high moral and aitistic aims is evidently present, and 
only the patient effort, the resolute will to conquer 
difficulties, is wanting. For the rest, she has succeeded 
in ^^ying a number of bcjuiiful thinp^ in a fn:<- and 
natural manner, that loses little of its ease and ligiiri.cs 
in (he more prosaic parts of the pueui, and g.iiiis in 
math larger proportion In the impassioned p.ir;^ by 
l)eing in vcrfc. . . . The essential fault of tlil> houL 
is tiiJt the plan ii too large and complex for the mcntjl 
power brought to bear upon it ; that the thatactcrs do 
not sufHcicntly act upon each other, and are too sta- 
tionary in their own development. They neither 
gnwr from mutual influence nor from the expansion of 




case Ihe salnCion of the story's knoi.- 
1857. 
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i, Brownikc , . . was unques lion ably a 
genii]*, ifthat Icrm can wiih propncly l>c 0|'[ilicd 
to an excess of jrdent irregular power. She had also 
learning and power of thought ; but ihe was entirely 
deficient in the highest gifrs of her own art. She had 
neither simplicity, taste, or good sense. Her style 
was always inflated ; and her fame would he ten 
time^ ai great and 19 deserved as it is, if ilie h^d left 
us a single lucid and finished perfannance, instead of 
a crowd of incoherent thoughts and extravagant 
images. . . . She appears to have written to 
please herself, with little care of the unpleasant feel- 
ings which arc excited in the minds of others by dis- 
torted conceits and mean and often ridiculous versifica- 
tion. She is often more quaint than Quarles in her 
imagery, more grotesque than Cowley or Donne in 
her ideas, more eccentric in her rhymes than the au- 
thor of " Hudibras," and often more coarsely mascu- 
line than any known female writer. She invest* 
inanimate objects and alMtractions with human features 
which make pure nonsense. '• The ro'^e lifts up her 
while hand." Eternity smiles with dim grand lips ! 
A mystery U^ » fcnee ! The dark has a lap. Won- 
ders brcaihc. The earth wields a sceptre, and the 
■' Universe shakes dew-drops from its mane like a 
roused lion." " .Aurora Leigh " is a rank unweeded 
garden of ihe most intolerable conceits. . . . Due 
allowance, therefore, being made for these strange 
defects, it stands beyond doubt that much as Mrs. 
Browning sank at lime) below the commonest demands 
of harroouy and expression, yet that no woman has 
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:s she poswised, her career mar be accepwd 
; proof of the impossihility ihai uomcn can 
ever «tam lo the first nnk in imaginative compoMiion. 
Such > combination of the finest genin, «,d ih- 
cho.C«t re^lt, of cultivation and widc'ranging ,r.die. 
""«' ^«" »«n b<fo« in =.ny uoman. nor b the 
worJd itlely ««n to see the «rae .g*n. - EJmbMrxb 
Rtvieto, OctobeT, 1861. * 

hat st.r, the blood, quicken* .he puhe and m.k« it 
Jwp. At tm.es we pauie .nd lijten, for the note, of 
Aurora are not alw-aya dear. Why should thev be I 
■- ih« m.M norentme. with thesmdl of oleand^ on 
!.=r wmgs, and her heart .11 full of snatches from the 
i uscan grove, ; full-ihrwted. she can ^arcely ptnt 
them out Without, at times, tripping each other's 
heels We someomes .ay either the poet must be 
daziled or «e are. Well, we read her again .nd it 
IS ail clear. The fault is in uj, not in t.cr. Often 
have ivc known that (he reader muji be ,1, rafptrt 
with such pcets, or ihcv can not be i.rdcrjtood 
Never rei.d "Aurora Leigh - when your head 1. weak 
from too full a stomach, or dyrpcptic, — b-ti-r read 
Japanese. Whether i; is that we cannot see flic peb- 
ble* shining » (he bortom of this t.rn, or so shallow that 
the pebbles hare no shining, we cannot, ar times, mv ; 
''"' jt '' "Main that, like the great cosmos, it h'u its 
riddle', mysteries, morasses, desert!, fogs, and fens ; 
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springing irosn ihe ilcuy grn-'^, .'lie flings her arrowi, apparently, words which 

clear and keen. . . . Jiisi iwo lines we cjuote, for tlcpcndent of (he ihought: 

their singular strength and Bublimity, with reference to We hive said " Aurora 1 

death — the death of her father : but studied deeply, med 

better work for the yout 
aspirations, to pore over, 
know (he sluff ihil p>eii 

Many such short, Shakespearian feniences may be they endure, the strugf^h 

found in this work, which will pass into the common patience ami the toil t'l 

speech, as they can never be forgotten. We deem necdliil, die ivorld of tli 

this to be one of the iriomphi of poetry. It fulfill its they are admitted, ere i 

office in those word* which linger in the memory, iphint with solier fate, — 

and enter into the life o( all this busy, bustling world. crc they catth a full iif.hl 

. . . The uncommon force and felicity with dwells there, the failur( 

which Mrs. Browning expresses her thoughts are not acorn, the hiame which is 

the least of her excellencies. She has a rich vocabu- iclf- reliance in • wurld v 

]arj- — a large utterance, never at a Idsa for the right '■ 1« 'hem read " Aurora 

word in the right plaie. This strikes the reader '■ NiihnMt Qutritrly RtPii 

throughout the entire work. She is not always smooth ■ 

or even in the flow of her language, as Wordsworth, 
nor is she taror, sj he jimctimes is, in the medium 
through which she chooses to give eiprcssion lo her 
concep'jons of truth. Never cramped by system, as 
though poetry had a language solely its own. but in 
the Urgencsi of her idea! she deals with the world of 
art as God does in nature. Sometime* rugged, dis- 
jointed, abrupt, throwing "p her mountain masses a» 
fiery sparks, letting down the awful avalanche, with 
the thunder which follows it ; and tJien, ai the river 
(It «\\\" through open gladca 

ar. \ and broken towen, novr 

™ th-moor, then compressed 

mains, ready to devour it. 
am. , finding, without effbn. 
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